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IN THE GOLDEN SHELL. 



CHAPTER I. 

AT SEA. 

The clear, pure light of early dawn was streaming 
into the deck-cabin of the good steamer " Campi- 
doglio/* and a sleeping child in an upper berth 
began to turn about on her hard mattress, to throw 
off the coverings, and give other signs that her 
night's rest was coming to an end. First, one eye 
opened a tiny bit, to close again immediately, then 
the other repeated the experiment, then both 
opened without shutting again for at least three 
seconds, and finally, after a good deal of winking 
and blinking, the little girl sat up in her narrow 
bed, and gazed about her in a bewildered sort of 
way, for she had been dreaming that she was at 
home in the villa among the olives, just outside the 
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gates of Florence, and, at first, could not make out 
where she was. 

She had been travelling some time now, and 
that increased the confusion of her ideas. One 
peep at the still sea through the small square 
window opening on to the deck brought her fairly 
out of dreamland into the beautiful new reality. 
No ! she was neither at home in Florence, nor in 
an hotel in Rome or Naples, but out on the open 
sea, the beautiful blue Mediterranean, on her way 
to Sicily, to stay with Aunt Caroline and her 
unknown cousins Francesco and Rosalia. 

A second peep out of window showed her a 
scattered group of small rocky islands. What 
child has not a passion for small islands } How 
was it possible to remain in bed when wonders like 
these were visible ? 

"May I get up, mamma .^" she asked, very 
softly. 

There was no answer. 

Then bending down over the edge of her berth, 
so that her curly brown hair tumbled all over her 
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AT SEA. 3 

face, and craning her neck a good deal, at the risk 
of toppling down on to the floor, little Lina could 
see that her mother was fast asleep in the lower 
berth, looking, too, so pale and tired that the child, 
though but little accustomed to respect others' 
slumbers when wide-awake herself, had not the 
courage to repeat her question. What was to be 
done ? It was too hard to have to lie quietly in 
her narrow bed when there was so much to be 
seen. 

Again she looked out at those dear little islands, 
all pink and opalescent in the rosy flush of dawn, 
and that look decided the question. She would 
DRESS HERSELF for the first time in her life, and 
run out on deck. This momentous resolution 
taken, Lina forthwith proceeded to carry it into 
effect. Not easily, however, for she was an easy- 
going, careless little girl, at all times too eager to 
get to play to pay much attention to the order 
and manner in which her mother's quick fingers 
put on her clothes; and I am sorry to say that 
before this particular morning she had had no 
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proper pride about learning to dress herself. She 
was the youngest child, you see, and, at all events 
in her mother's eyes, a baby still. So she sat up 
in bed and pondered a little, and looked at the 
neatly-arranged pile at the end of the berth with a 
considerable amount of perplexity. 

'* Let me see," she said, jerking her brown mane 
out of her eyes ; " I must fancy IVe had my bath, 
and put on my stockings." 

That part of her task was soon satisfactorily 
accomplished; one was inside out, it is true, but 
who thinks of trifles like that ? Then came despe- 
rate struggles with tiresome strings and obstinate 
buttons, which so confused her mind that she put 
on her white petticoat underneath her flannel one ; 
but all her clothes were huddled on at last, if in 
a queer fashion ; and the little girl managed to 
scramble down to the cabin-floor without awaken- 
ing either her mamma or those two stout old 
Sicilian ladies who were comfortably snoring in 
the opposite berth, with their heads tied up in silk 
handkerchiefs, and their chignons dangling on pegs 
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like Indian war trophies. In another instant she 
had slipped through the doorway, and was leaning 
over the side of the steamer, staring with delighted 
eyes at the new and lovely prospect before her. 

The sea was like a huge lake ; there was not a 
cloud in the sky. To the east lay the marvellous 
little islands she had had a glimpse of through her 
tiny window, and one of them, the most distant, 
rose up into a rugged peak, from which a faint 
thread of smoke was issuing. To the left of the 
group rosy streaks and gleams were spreading up- 
wards from the horizon into the clear sky. The 
light grew brighter and brighter ; the sea seemed 
on fire where it met the sky, and swiftly uprose the 
sun from the illuminated deep. Lina's lips parted 
with a cry of delight, and she stood looking and 
laughing for very joy. Children's memories are 
short, and she did not remember ever having seen 
the sun rise before. 

" What pleases you so much, little meess ? " asked 
a good-natured voice, close behind her, speaking 
English with a strong Italian accent 
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The child started, and quickly turned her bright 
animated face towards the speaker — a pleasant- 
looking, sunburnt man, with a big brown beard and 
a cap with gold lace on it 

" Oh 1" she cried, *' it is all so beautiful — the sun, 
the sea, and those darling little islands. I never 
saw the sun rise before — did you ? And please tell 
me the names of those islands, and where is Mount 
Etna, and when shall we get to Sicily." 

**How many questions!" exclaimed her new 
acquaintance, laughing; "but I think I can answer 
them all. Come up here with me." And he led the 
way towards the steps leading to the captain's bridge. 

Lina drew back. "But we mustn't go up 
there," she said. " Mamma told me last night, when 
we first came on board, that no one was allowed to 
go there but the officers of the vessel." 

" Well ! I am an officer of the vessel ; so you see 
I may take you there." 

Lina danced with delight when she found herself 
upon the platform. 

" How nice this is ! " she exclaimed ; " I did want 
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AT SEA. 7 

badly to come up here last night, and then when I 
couldn't I felt cross, and then I began to feel sick 
and mamma put me to bed, and I went to sleep ; 
and now I am sure I shall never feel sick any more 
on board this beautiful steamer. Oh ! bother my 
hairl" she exclaimed, as the morning breeze blew 
her thick mane into her eyes. 

"Ah!'* said her companion, "little girls should 
have something on their heads;" and taking a 
woollen scarf from his pocket he wound it snugly 
over her head and round her neck and under her 
chin, and gave her a sounding kiss on her glowing 
cheek as a finish to the operation. 

"How beautiful! how beautiful!" shouted the 
child, clapping her hands, and jumping about ; "we 
can see everything up here. What lovely moun- 
tains ! " and she pointed ahead to where in the 
distance chains beyond chains of shadowy peaks 
and crags were visible. 

** That is Sicily," said her friend, smiling at hei 
enthusiasm. " In a few hours we shall be in sight of 
Palermo," 
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" Then Sicily must be like fairyland," she said, in 
a low voice, looking solemnly up in his face ; " don't 
you think so T 

He shook his head, " I have never been in fairy- 
land. I shouldn't wonder if you know more about 
it than I do. Tell me what it is like." 

Lina was not a bit puzzled for a reply. " Why," 
she said, "everything in fairyland is a great deal 
more beautiful than anywhere else ; and what can 
be more beautiful than all those mountains ?" 

"You have quite convinced me," he answered, 
laughing ; ** and now that that question is settled, 
look if you can see that white great slope, high up 
there to the left, behind and beyond all the other 
hills." ' 

Lina strained her ^y^s eastwards in the direction 
indicated, and soon announced that she could 
make out something whiter than the clouds. 

"Well! that is Mongibello — Mount Etna — my 
little girl — ^the biggest mountain in Sicily, and the 
biggest " 

" The biggest volcano in Europe," put in Lina, 
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^^ promptly ; " yes, mamma told me about it ; but I 

don't like it much ; there are no flames." 

"It is very quiet just now — not nearly so active 
as Mount Vesuvius ; but if you look very atten- 
tively, I think you will be able to make out a thin 
curl of smoke. 

Lina looked and looked till she saw, or thought 
she saw, the smoke ; but it was plain that she did 
not think much of famous Mount Etna, and she 
soon turned her head in another direction. 

"Another island!" she exclaimed, in astonish- 
ment, as she saw on the right a long rocky isle 
with a white fringe of houses at one end, just kissed 
by the rays of the morning sun. 

" That is Ustica," said her friend, " and you will 
see it better presently ; and now, if you look again 
at the Lipari Isles you were admiring so much 
when you first came on deck. Til show you another 
volcano ;" and he pointed out Stromboli, which was 
now well in view. 

" I don't think I care much for lazy volcanoes," 
answered Lina, contemptuously ; "they ought all to 
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send out lots of smoke and fire and stones every 
time you look at them, like Vesuvius was doing 
when we came on board last night. That is some- 
thing like £L mountain ; and it was a great shame 
mamma would not take me up to the top of it. 
I did so want to go up Vesuvius/* she concluded, 
in an injured voice, as she looked up confidingly in 
her companion's face. 

" You would have found it hard work with those 
little legs. StromboH would be easier for you. 
Do you know that there are stones there as big, 
nay, bigger, than those bales down in the hold, that 
you with your little hands could lift up and throw 
about with the greatest ease, and if you threw one 
at me it would not hurt me at all ?'* 

Now Lina was too polite to say she did not 
believe him, but at hearing this statement she 
stared at her companion with an expression in her 
widely-opened eyes that plainly showed her in- 
credulity. 

He proceeded to explain the mystery by asking 
her if she had ever seen any pumice-stone. 
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" Oh yes !" said Lina ; " mamma has some in her 
bedroom at home." 

" And did you never notice how light it was ?" 

"To be sure I have ; it is a great big bit, yet it 
fell on my foot one day without hurting me at all." 

" Exactly ; so now you'll believe what I told you 
about StromboH, for those great stones that I 
mentioned are masses of pumice." 

" What fun it must be rolling them about !" said 
Lina, merrily. " I wonder if my uncle and aunt at 
Palermo will ever take me to StromboH." 

By this time there was much bustle and move- 
ment on deck, where all had been so quiet and still 
when Lina first escaped from the cabin. A 
shuffling of feet and great clanking of chains caused 
the child to look down below the bridge on which 
she was standing ; and there, huddled together near 
the yawning gulf of the hold, and close to piles of 
crates filled with unhappy struggling poultry, she 
saw a quantity of dirty, evil-looking men, some of 
whom seemed to her to be dressed in an uncouth 
sort of uniform, and saw that they were linked 
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together in couples by a short chain connecting the 
handcuff on one man's left wrist to that on another's 
right, while each had a chain from his waist to one 
of his ankles. 

Lina shuddered, and pressed against her com- 
panion's side. " Who are those poor horrid men ?" 
she inquired, in a shaking voice. "I don't like 
them." 

" They are galeotti — convicts, you call them in 
English," he answered ; " people who have done 
wicked things, for which they are being punished 
by being kept in prison and made to work for the 
government. These men are going to pass their 
term of punishment at Palermo." 

" What a pity 1 I hope I shall never see them 
there; they frighten me, though I am sorry for 
them." 

" I am afraid you will see them often, my dear, 
for they work on the roads and in the quarries ; but 
you must try not to be frightened, for indeed they 
could not harm you even if they wished. The 
king's soldiers take care to guard them well. See, 
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now they are bringing them their breakfast ;" and 
Lina, who, in spite of her fear, could not take her 
eyes off the poor wretches, saw great flat loaves of 
coarse brown bread being distributed to the 
prisoners, and huge pans of smoking black coffee — 
one to every four men — who dipped their bread in 
it. and devoured it greedily. 

She was so much absorbed watching all this, 
that she gave a start when her companion said, 
presently : 

" Is your name Lina, pray ?" 

" Of course it is ; but how did you guess it ?'* said 
she, much surprised. 

** Because some one is calling for Lina, little 
Lina — listen." 

The child heard her mother's voice calling 
anxiously : ** Lina, Lina ! where are you ? Come 
here directly." 

She turned to go, rather unwillingly, " Good-bye, 
sir," she said, frankly putting up her face to be 
kissed. ** I like you very much. May I come back 
when mamma has done with me ?" 
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" Certainly/' laughed her friend ; " and bring 
mamma too, if she likes, to come ; and, though I 
ought to be veiy busy, I daresay I shall be able to 
find time to tell you something more about Sicily.*' 

That promise made Lina quite happy, and she 
went skipping down the narrow steps, calling out as 
she went, " \ am coming, mamma, I am coming." 
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CHAPTER II. 

PALERMO IS IN SIGHT. 

Mrs. Gerard was standing at the cabin-door, 
looking round with a very anxious face for her 
missing child. 

"You have frightened me, my little one," she 
said, gently, as Lina came dancing towards her. 
"When I awoke and found no- Lina, I almost 
thought she had fallen into the sea. Now let me 
see how you have managed to put on your things." 

So, drawing her inside the cabin, the lady began 
to set her child to rights ; and Lina, after pressing 
her happy, glowing face against her mother's pale, 
tired one, chattered away with that indefatigable 
little tongue of hers, recounting all the marvels she 
had seen from the deck, and the kindness of her 
new friend 
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"And then to think, mamma/' she went on, 
" that in a few hours I shall see Aunt Caroline and 
my Italian cousins : but oh ! Tm afraid I shall not 
care much for Rosalia. Cousins can't be as nice as 
sisters. It does seem so hard that poor Emily 
should be in a nasty school in England instead of 
coming with us to see all these beautiful new places 4" 

Her mother sighed. To her also the separation 
from her other child, her eldest daughter, was very 
grievous ; and she paused an instant from her task 
of brushing little Lina's brown curls into something 
approaching smoothness. 

"Yet it is best so, my child," she said, softly. 
" Your sister is a big girl now ; and at her age it is 
better for her to keep to her studies than to waste 
her time travelling about ; and, as you know, dear, 
I am too poor to refuse your Uncle George's offer 
of paying for her education." 

"Why didn't he put me to school too, then, 
mamma ? it wasn't kind of him to separate us," 
pouted Lina. 

" He would have done so, dear ; but what should 
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I do without you both ? You are so young still, 
for all that you are so proud of being eight years 
old, that I can go on teaching you for some time 
to come. Is my little girl in such a hurry to leave 
her mother ?'* 

Lina's warm, clinging arms were round her 
mother's neck in an instant 

'' Darling mamma ! I didn't mean what I said ; 
but it would be nicer to be all together, wouldn't 
it ? Why didn't that grumpy Uncle George ask us 
to come and live with him, as he is so rich, and you 
say you can't afford to live in England ?" 

"Your uncle knows best, dear," answered Mrs. 
Gerard, slowly. She did not choose to tell her 
little girl that Uncle George was more desirous of 
befriending his brother's children than his brother's 
widow, whom he knew little of, and was prejudiced 
against on account of what he was pleased to call 
"her foreign bringing up." In fact, Mrs. Gerard, 
though of English birth, had lived nearly all her 
life in Florence, and it was there that Captain 
Gerard had known and married her, .much to the 

C 
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disgust of his family, who had looked forward to 
his making a grand marriage in England, and were 
mortally offended at his having preferred a half- 
foreign girl with no money, and not a single aristo- 
cratic connection. She had been some years a 
widow now, and it was only since the failure of an 
Indian bank, in which part of her slender capital 
was placed, that rich Uncle George, her husband's 
bachelor brother, had come forward with the offer 
of educating one or both of her children on the con- 
dition of having unlimited control over them when 
once committed to his charge. At first poor Mrs. 
Gerard would have indignantly declined the offer ; 
but after long reflection, much calculation of ways 
and means, and many bitter tears, she had decided 
that she ought to accept the offer for at least one 
of her little girls, and that her clever, brilliant 
Emily, then eleven years, ought to be the one to 
profit by the proposed advantages. To part with 
both was out of the question. 

So now, for nearly a year, Emily had been in 
England, and her cheerful letters, full of details of 
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her new life, and of Uncle George's kindness, were 
all the widow and little Lina had to fill the void 
occasioned by her absence. It was chiefly in the 
hope of being able to save up enough money to 
cover the expenses of a visit to England that Mrs. 
Gerard had now let her tiny villa near Florence, 
where all the happiest years of her short married 
life had been passed, and accepted the pressing invitar 
tion of her only sister, long married and settled in 
Sicily, to come and pass the winter with them at 
Palermo. But this journey was a great under- 
taking for the poor lady, who already half re- 
pented the step she had taken, although she felt 
that her Lina was perhaps a wee bit spoilt, and 
would be all the better for the companionship of 
her cousins. 

Naturally, Lina herself was untroubled by any 
misgivings. Everything was a delight to her, only 
she had quite made up her mind that she could 
never like a cousin half as well as her own sister, 
that, in fact, it would be wrong to do so. 

Before she had told her mother all about the 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



20 IN THE GOLDEN SHELL. 

sunrise and the wonderful islands, and before half 
the tangles of her hair had been combed out, the 
bell summoned them to breakfast below, and Lina 
discovered, much to her delight, that her friend was 
the captain of the steamboat, and that he had kept 
a place for her by his side. 

So the child laughed, and chatted, and ate her 
breakfast with a vigorous appetite, that, in spite of 
the smoothness of the sea, excited the envious 
ststonishment of many of the passengers ; and pale 
Mrs. Gerard brightened up a little on finding that 
the good-natured captain knew her sister and her 
sister's husband very well. 

*' Mind you come to see us whenever you are at 
Palermo," exclaimed Lina, "and" — very coaxingly 
— "couldn't you take us all in your steamer to 
Stromboli?" 

The captain burst out laughing, and shook his 
head. 

'* I am afraid the owners might object," he said ; 
then, seeing Lina's puzzled, disappointed look, he 
added : " You know the boat is not mine ; I am 
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only the captain ; but I promise to come and see 
you sometimes at Palermo." 

"Then, doesn't this steamer ever go to Strom- 
boli ?" asked Lina, returning to the charge. 

** No ; it is not on our line ; we go to Palermo 
and Messina, Catania and Syracuse, sometimes 
even to Malta, but never to those little islands that 
have bewitched you." 

Breakfast over, Lina was soon scampering about 
on deck again, asking questions of all the sailors 
she could beguile into a moment's. conversation, and 
making friends with several of the passengers who 
were attracted by the bright, eager little maiden. 

Mrs. Gerard, comfortably seated up aloft on the 
bridge, sat basking in the sweet morning sunshine, 
feeling younger and more hopeful than she had felt 
for years as she gazed at the grand and varied 
outlines of the mountain land they were approach- 
ing. These outlines, that had been so vague and 
vaporous and dream-like in the early morning, had 
now acquired colour and consistency, developing at 
every instant fresh varieties of form. Now stood 
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boldly out the noble headlands of the fantastically 
beautiful coast. 

Lina had not been long content to remain quietly 
at her mother's side. Sicily was very pretty, she 
said, but she had already looked well at it, and 
then her bright eyes began to rove about in search 
of nearer objects of interest. To sit still doing 
nothing was at all times the hardest of tasks for 
the little girl, and this morning she was brimming 
over with life and excitement 

" Mamma, dear," she said presently, in that coax- 
ing tone with which she generally prefaced some 
request not easy to be granted — " mamma, deary, I 
want to ask you a favour !" 

" And what is it, my puss ?'* and Mrs. Gerard 
fondly patted the eager little face. 

" Do let me go to the other end of the boat and 
talk to some of those soldiers who are guarding the 
convicts." 

"No! Lina, certainly not. How can you ask 
such a thing ?" 

" But do let me, mamma. I want so badly to 
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know wKy they put those chains on the poor men. 
I am sure they must hurt them. The captain says 
I mustn't speak to the prisoners, and I don't care 
to do so, for they frighten me, but I am very sorry 
for them all the same, and would like to know 
something about them." 

Mrs. Gerard glanced down shudderingly at the 
repulsive-looking criminals herded together in the 
centre of the deck. " Dear Lina," she said, " you will 
best show your pity for those unfortunate creatures 
by taking no notice of them, for if any of them still 
feel any shame at their wretched position, think 
how painful it must be to them to be stared at !" 

"To be sure," and the child nodded her head 
reflectively, " I didn't think of that I remember 
when I was a little girl" (Lina thought herself 
almost grown up now) *' how vexed and ashamed I 
used to be if any one came into the room when I 
was in the corner. Oh ! perhaps those men are so 
wicked because they were never put into the corner 
when they were little — that must be it, mustn't it, 
mamma ?" 
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"Very likely, dear," said her mother, who 
did not care to enter on the wide subject of the 
causes of crime with her little girl. " Certainly 
they were all once innocent children, and let us 
hope they will repent and mend their ways before 
it be too late ; but now try to forget all about them, 
and look at these lovely mountains. Why, in an 
hour or two you will be making acquaintance with 
your cousins." 

Just then Lina saw the captain coming towards 
them, and scampered off to meet him, exclaiming, 
that he was very naughty, to have been out of sight 
so long. 

He reminded her, la^ughingly, that he was not a 
passenger, and had to look after the management 
of his boat, and that he could not spare many 
minutes to chat with her. " Look about you now," 
he continued, in his jolly, cheery voice, "and TU 
show you the famous statue of Santa Rosalia." 

Indeed they were rapidly nearing the land now, 
though Palermo was still shut out by the noble crags 
of Monte Pellegrino, and the captain's finger was 
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pointing out a colossal headless figure on the 
summit. 

"How ugly!" exclaimed Lina, in a vexed tone. 
" Why, I thought the statue of Santa Rosalia was 
very, very pretty. That thing is just like one of 
the old doll-stumps I left behind in Florence." 

The captain explained that the fierce winds had 
twice deprived the saint of her rose-crowned head, 
and that the pretty Rosalia Lina expected to see 
was in the cavern chapel the other side of the 
mountain ; and on hearing this, Lina brightened up, 
and had a dozen questions to ask about the lines 
of tunny boats they could see far away on their 
right, near the tiny Isola delle Femmine. 

"And oh what a pretty beach !" she shouted, as 
she noticed a small bay past a straggling village, 
and a picturesque round tower on a rocky point, 
" How I should like to go there I I wonder whether 
there are any shells there !" 

"Shells! I should think so," replied her friend, 
the captain. " That bay is a perfect paradise for 
little girls, and I fancy you have a much better 
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chance of going there than to Stromboli. If we 
were nearer in-shore you would see that the beach 
is all pink with coral." 

" Coral !" cried Lina, in a frenzy of delight. 
" Mamma, do you hear that ?" 

" Are you telling my little girl a fairy tale ?" 
inquired Mrs. Gerard, with an incredulous smile. 

"No, Signora, the beach is really strewn with 
coral, or perhaps I should say coralline, in very 
tiny fragments, and there are millions of shells of 
all sizes." 

By this time they had rounded island-like Monte 
Pellegrino, and before them, at last, lay the fair 
city of Palermo ; its numerous coloured domes and 
spires glittering in the mid-day sun — a true jewel 
in a golden shell. This exquisitely lovely and 
luxuriant valley of Palermo is, as my little readers 
may or may not know, called by the name of the 
Conca d'Oro, or golden shell, on account of its form, 
and of the masses of orange groves, laden with golden 
fruit, that sweep up the valley from the back of the 
town almost to the walls of Monreale, half way up 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



PALERMO IS IN SIGHT. 27 

the Steep flank of castle-crowned Monte Caputo. 
Mrs. Gerard forgot all her troubles as she gazed in 
breathless admiration at the glorious panorama 
before her. There lay the shining city, the many- 
tihted luxuriant valley, encircled and sheltered 
by a mountain amphitheatre, of which the highest 
point, the peak of Monte Acuto, towered up clear 
and sharp against the pure blue sky. Even Lina 
left off jumping about to listen with attentive ears 
to the names of the different mountains that the 
captain was pointing out. 

" I know them all now, mamma," she said at last, 
"and it is the very nicest geography lesson I ever 
had. So much easier than learning from dry old 
books and puzzling maps. Listen: that steep, 
jagged rock, jutting out into the sea opposite 
Monte Pellegrino, is Capo Zafferana, and the great 
one behind it is Monte Gibelrossa, and then comes 
Monte Grifone and Monte Falcone. In the middle 
there is Monte Caputo, and Monte Acuto, and 
Monte Billemi; and there is Capo di Gallo, that 
curious mountain, with a cleft in it as though 
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a slice had been cut out of it, that we saw before 
we got into the bay, but now it is hidden by this 
craggy, jaggy Monte Pellegrino. There," and she 
stopped for breath, "you see I do know all the 
mountains, and I am sure I shall always like this 
dear old Monte Pellegrino best of all, just because 
it was the first bit of Sicily I knew anything 
about." 

" Brava, Lina," said Mrs. Gerard, smiling at her 
child's new-bom ardour for geography ; "but what 
of your old friend Mount Etna — have you quite 
forgotten it ?" 

Lina shrugged her shoulders in a very disdainful 
kind of way, 

** Oh ! I'm tired of Mount Etna, I did see it a 
little this morning, and it is only a great heap of 
snow, not half such fun as Mount Vesuvius." 

The captain came up to them again just then. 
" What is that I hear ?" he said, in a tone of mock 
horror. "You must ask mamma to take you to 
Catania, and then you'll see what a mighty fellow 
is this old Etna you despise so now. Why, all 
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these mountains are mere molehills in comparison. 
Do you know it is eleven thousand feet high, and 
no less than one hundred and twenty miles round 
at its base ?" 

Lina was not much impressed by' these figures, 
for now they were gliding past the gardens of the 
majestic Belmonte Villa, with its masses of Indian 
figs and fine groups of pines and queer little temples, 
and were rapidly approaching the crowded port ; 
so much was there to be seen that her bright little 
eyes could not flash about half quickly enough. 

All was bustle and confusion now on board ; the 
luggage was being hauled up from the hold, the 
passengers were rushing to and fro and up and 
down the cabin stairs collecting bags and wraps 
and hat boxes, and the convicts were huddled still 
closer together, surrounded by a strong guard of 
Bersaglieri. A fleet of small boats had flocked 
round the steamer, and hundreds of tongues were 
shouting, screaming, swearing in the strangely 
uncouth Sicilian dialect. 

"What shall we do, Lina, if your uncle does not 
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come to meet us ?" said Mrs. Gerard, feeling 
thoroughly bewildered at the confusion and noise, 
and with a sort of feeling that it would be all but 
impossible to get herself, her child, and her be- 
longings safely to land 

" Oh ! he's sure to come, mamma," cheerfully 
answered Lina, who naturally had no responsibilities 
in the shape of luggage, and tickets, and keys, and 
custom-house troubles weighing on her mind ; " and 
if not, the captain will take care of us. Shall I ask 
him?" and she would have dashed away to find 
him, had not her mother prevented her. 

"You have teased him enough already, Lina, and 
must not disturb him now ; but, oh dear ! how will 
my brother-in-law know us in this crowd T 

At that moment Lina, who was looking over the 
side, saw a boat coming near the steamer with a gen- 
tleman and a little girl in it " Look, mamma," she 
cried, instantly, tugging her mother's dress ; " isn't 
that Uncle Pasquale, and surely that tall girl must 
be cousin Rosalia ? I am sure it must be." 

Her mother looked eagerly at the occupants of 
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the boat " It may be — I think so," she said hur- 
riedly. " That bright, fair-haired girl is very like 
what my sister used to be as a child, but I can't be 
sure. We shall see when they are on board." 

But the child was too excited to wait, so, flour- 
ishing a handkerchief over her head, she shouted at 
the top of her voice : " Sei tu, Rosalia ? sei tu ? lo 
son la Lina ed ecco la mamma." (Is it thou, 
Rosalia ? is it thou ? I am Lina, and here's mamma.) 
She had guessed aright. Cries of welcome and 
joyful smiles and nods came from the boat, and 
soon the uncle and cousin had reached the deck, 
and Lina and Rosalia were kissing and hugging as 
though they had known each other all their little 
lives, while Mrs. Gerard, half laughing, half crying, 
was shaking hands with Signor Altovito, feeling 
relieved of all anxieties under the care of her 
sister's husband. A few minutes more, and they 
were all in the boat together, threading their way 
towards the shore, through a maze of other boats 
laden with passengers and convicts and merchandise, 
and amid a tumult of cries and oaths, as each boat- 
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man tried to get ahead of his fellows. That, 
however, was soon over, the weary journey done; 
they touched Sicilian soil, and were presently 
driving swiftl)' along the busy sunlit streets near 
the port towards Aunt Caroline's house in Largo 
Santo Spirito. 
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CHAPTER III. 

COUSIN ROSALIA'S EXAMPLE. 

Little Lina was by no means an early bird the 
first morning after her arrival in Palermo. She had 
gone to bed fairly worn out with fatigue and 
excitement. Everything was so new, and strange, 
and pleasant There was pretty Aunt Caroline, 
with her low, gentle voice and kindly manner, so 
. like mamma, only paler and thinner, tottering up 
from the sofa, on which a great portion of her 
invalid life was passed, to welcome them with out- 
stretched arms, and smiles and tears. Why she 
and mamma should have cried so much, when they 
were so very glad to see each other, was a question 
that puzzled Lina not a little. It was a great 
comfort, she thought, that her cheery, handsome 
Sicilian uncle had not cried also, nor that darling 
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Rosalia, who had already taken fast hold of her 
heart. However, there came a moment, that first 
evening in Sicily, when Lina herself was very very 
near shedding a few tears. The only guest-chamber 
in the modest little household happened to be a 
very small one, and so it had been settled that 
Mrs. Gerard was to occupy it alone, while Lina was 
to share with Rosalia a big upstairs room under 
the roof that was a delightful combination of a 
sleeping and play room. Now Lina had liked this 
arrangement amazingly when it was first mentioned, 
but when bed-time came, and her mother, after 
undressing her, had given her a great many last 
kisses, the child's heart failed her, and it needed a 
mighty gfulp to swallow down her tears. Never 
since she could remember had she passed a night 
away from her mother's side, and in spite of the 
kindness of her new-found cousin, she did not at all 
relish doing so. It was only the fear lest Rosalia 
should think her a baby, that rendered that gfulp 
effectual. Luckily, however, she was so weary that 
two minutes after Mrs. Gerard had left the room, 
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and long before Rosalia had finished brushing out 
her plaits of long fair hair, she was so fast asleep 
that all the vessels in the port might have fired off 
royal salutes without awakening her. 

When at last she did open her eyes, at first she 
thought she had only just come to bed, for there 
was Rosalia standing before the table, brushing her 
hair with great vigour, precisely as Lina had seen her 
doing while she was falling asleep the night before, 
only now, strange to say, there were no candles 
burning, and it was broad daylight. 

She yawned and rubbed her eyes. " Is it really 
morning ?** she asked, in a thick, sleepy voice ; " and 
are you getting up already, Rosalia?" Rosalia was 
at the bedside in an instant, and dived inside the 
mosquito curtains to kiss her cousin. 

"Why, it is nearly eight o'clock!" she said, "but I 
have been moving about very softly, so as not to 
wake you. How nice it is to have you here ! Do 
you know, for the last week I have looked at 
this bed every morning, saying to myself, *It is 
only six days now before cousin Lina will come ; it 
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is only five ; * and so on ? and now you are really here, 
and there is no more counting to be done." 

" And who has dressed you ? " asked Lina, pre- 
sently, after warmly returning her cousin's kisses. 

" Why, nobody, to be sure," said Rosalia, with a 
grand flourish of the brush she held in her hand. 
" Do you think Tm a baby ? I always dress myself, 
and then, when poor mamma has had her coffee in 
bed, I go and help her to dress before my governess 
comes. Now that I am a big girl, I haye many 
things to think about, and I have to try to make 
myself useful, as poor mamma is nearly always ill. 
Why, I always order the dinner, and keep the 
maids to their work, you know," continued the little 
girl, in a grave and confidential tone ; " these Sicilian 
servants are rather lazy ; mamma says English ones 
are a great deal better." 

Lina listened to these confidences with much be- 
wilderment, and began to fear that her cousin would 
think her a dreadful baby. " How old are you, 
Rosalia ? " she inquired, in quite a respectful manner. 

"Ten-and-a-half" was the proud reply ; '*so you 
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see I shall soon be grown up. Don't you think you 
had better get out of bed now ?*' 

" But " — and again Lina yawned and stretched her 
tired little limbs — " I must wait till mamma comes in 
to dress me. It is true, I did dress myself yesterday 
on board the steamer," she went on triumphantly, 
" but I don't think the buttons and strings were quite 
right!" 

** Oh ! but I can help you," said Rosalia, cheerfully. 
'* It's very easy when you're used to it, and Aunt 
Maria must be so * tired, it will be very nice for her 
to find you all ready when she comes upstairs." 

" But there's my bath," hesitated Lina, the cor- 
ners of her mouth dropping a tiny bit " Mamma 
says little girls never soap themselves properly. 
Do you really wash yourself?" she asked, with 
wide open eyes. 

•* Of course I do ; but I don't take a bath quite 
every morning : I have too many things to think 
of. We can soon manage yours, though. I'll ring for 
old Alfonsa to bring the water." Then the active 
little person tugged out a bath from under the bed. 
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the water was brought, and before Lina had quite 
settled in her mind whether it would be right 
to attempt the grand operation of washing herself, 
she was splashing about in the cool water, and her 
cousin applying the soap with a reckless energy 
that quite took Lina's breath away. 

" Oh ! take care of my eyes, please !" she gasped, 
as the lather flew about her in a blinding shower. 

" Never mind that," said Rosalia, and dab came 
a spongeful of water to relieve the smarting. 

"Oh dear, what a mess we have made!" ex- 
claimed Lina, breathless and panting, as she stood 
rubbing herself with a heap of towels— and all in a 
glow with h^ unwonted exertions — as she glanced 
at the lake that surrounded the bath. 

** That doesn't signify," said Rosalia, quite warm 
and breathless too, hastily buttoning on her dress. 
" Nothing hurts these tile floors, they are so nice and 
clean, and I'll take care that Alfonsa wipes up all 
the water." 

" The floor is very pretty," remarked Lina, leaving 
off rubbing herself to look down at the bright 
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patterned Sicilian tiles from the safe refuge of the 
chair on which she had jumped, to be out of the 
way of the inundation; "but aren't they rather 
cold ? We have brick floors in Florence, but we 
put carpets over them in the winter.'* 

"It's never very cold here," said Rosalia, popping 
Lina's clothes over her head. "There, I know you 
are dry by this time. Let us make haste, an4 TU 
take you out on the terrace to have a peep at my 
rabbits before we go down to breakfast.** 

"Rabbits!" shrieked Lina, joyfully; and the magic 
of that word dispelled half the dreaded difficulties 
of buttons and strings, and sent the comb easily 
through the tangles of her thick curly mane, though 
— none of mamma's hair-pins being at hand to screw 
it up out of danger on the top of her head — it bad 
got rather wet in the course of her bath. 

Such a merry pair they were as they stood before 
the hutch, in a sheltered corner of the big terrace, 
from which they could see the blue sea dotted with 
faint distant islands, and the mountains, and a wil- 
derness of house-tops, and green and yellow domes. 
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and slender bell-towers. Rosalia lost all her grave^ 
housekeeper looks while holding up the soft, furry 
little creatures before Lina's admiring eyes, and 
when, presently, Mrs. Gerard made her way up- 
stairs to awaken her travel-worn Lina, she found 
her already dressed, with shining hair and brightly 
glowing face, stroking and petting a lapful of bright- 
eyed rabbits. 

" Good morning, mamma, darling T shouted Lina, 
hastily dropping her treasures to rush into her 
mother's arms. ** Rosalia is going to teach me to 
be as clever as she is ; and IVe had, oh such a jolly 
bath!" 

Mrs. Gerard shook her head a little as she glanced 
at the untidy, sloppy room ; but she felt it was 
good for her child to learn to depend on herself a 
little more, and after admiring the rabbits to her 
niece's content, they all went down to breakfast 
together, English fashion, on the floor below, where 
Signor Altovito was already waiting for them. 

"But my other cousin," asked Lina, looking 
round the room, and remembering, for the first 
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time, that she had not yet seen Francesco ; " where 
is he?" 

"What, Ciccio? he is at school, but you'll see 
him to-day as this is the Festa d'Ognissanti (All 
Saints Day), and he will be at home to-morrow too. 
He is such a dear little fellow ; just your age, Lina. 
I am sure you will like him very much, and we 
will have such fun together," said Rosalia, with 
a bright smile and merry nod, and then, having 
placed a cup of coffee and some tiny slices of bread- 
and-butter on a little tray, she disappeared with 
them into the adjoining room, where her mother 
was still in bed 

Her father looked after her with a fond glance. 
'* That child is our right hand," he said, turning to 
Mrs. Gerard. ** She manages everything now that 
her mother is such an invalid." 

** How long has Caroline been in this state ?" 
asked Mrs. Gerard, anxiously. " She never wrote to 
me that she was ill, and I was terribly shocked 
yesterday to find her so changed." 

" She has been getting into a low way for a long 
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time, in fact ever since the death of our little baby ; 
but the doctors say that it is only her nerves,** 
answered Signor Altovito, with a mournful shake 
of the head. " Perhaps, now that you are here, she 
may brighten up a little, and try to exert herself. 
She gets weaker and weaker from lying in bed so 
much. I do not know what I should do without 
Rosalia, who is as great a comfort to us as your 
Lina is to you." 

Little Lina reddened, and looked up from her 
coffee with rather an uneasy expression. ** I am 
afraid I shall never be as good and clever as 
Rosalia," she exclaimed ; "but she is going to teach 
me to do everything for myself, that I may not 
give mamma any more trouble. Please, mamma, 
will you butter my bread for me ?" 

Her mother complied, laughing ; she knew that 
some time must elapse before her baby Lina 
learned to do everything for herself, and, to tell 
the truth, she was in no great hurry for that time 
to come. 

'' Mamm^, mamma 1 what are these funny little 
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seeds all over the bread ?" shouted Lina, holding 
up in astonishment a roll of the firm, close Sicilian 
bread, all besprinkled with sesame seeds. ** They 
are so nice," she continued, picking them out and 
eating them very fast "Don't I wish the bread 
were full of theml" 

"You shall have plenty more," whispered Rosa- 
lia, who had returned to her seat by her cousin's 
side. ** I know where there is a big packet of them 
on a shelf in the kitchen ; we'll go and get some 
presently." 

Breakfast over, Uncle Pasquale lit his cigar and 
prepared to go out, stating that he should come back 
early in the afternoon, and drive them all to the 
Giardino Inglese. " We Sicilians keep o\xr festa days 
in good earnest," said he to his sister-in-law, '* and 
all Palermo will be in the streets to-day, for there 
is a great deal of shopping to be done, isn't there, 
my Lia T' he concluded, with a mysterious nod to 
his daughter as he left the room, that greatly ex- 
cited Lina's curiosity. 

Then, Mrs. Gerard having gone into the next 
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room for a confidential chat with the sister from 
whom she had been so long separated, Rosalia 
carried her cousin off into the drawing-room, in 
order to watch for Ciccio's arrival at the window 
looking on to the Piazza. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

CICCIO MAKES HIS APPEARANCE, 

" What a pretty, funny room !" exclaimed Lina, as 
her cousin opened a door at the end of a narrow 
passage beyond the plain, undecorated dining- 
room, and they ran into a big round room, hung 
with red satin, with red satin ottomans against the 
walls, and four marble pillars in the middle. A 
large French window opened into a balcony over- 
looking the quaint, irregular Piazza of Largo Santo 
Spirito, one of the prettiest of Palermo's many 
squares. In the centre was a large basin, encircled 
by a luxuriant growth of canna Indica, and from 
the midst of the great glossy green leaves a sea-horse 
and a couple of stone children spurted up shoots 
of sparkling water into the clear air. Beyond the 
archless " Felice " gate the blue waters of the bay 
were flashing and gleaming, rippled by a gentle 
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breeze. Away to the left a forest of masts showed 
the whereabout* of the port, while to the right, 
beyond the narrow opening of the street of which 
this bouse formed the corner, a broad flight of time* 
worn steps led to the grand terrace of the Palazzo 
Butera^ overhanging the Marina, with its avenue of 
coral trees * 

In a moment Lina had dashed out into the 
balcony. 

" Oh ! how pretty it all is f she cried. " I wish 
mamma would always live here instead of in 
Florence ; and oh ! I never saw such a nice, funny 
drawing-room before," she went on, bouncing back 
into the room. "Do you think Aunt Caroline 
would be very angry ff we climbed up these pillars ? 
I should so like to try " — and forthwith Lina threw 
her arms round the slippery marble, and tried hard, 
but in vain, to swarm up to the ceiling ; while 
Rosalia, in fits of laughter, was only prevented by 
the consciousness of her superior age from following 
her cousin's example. 

♦ Erythrina corallodtndron* 
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" But this isn't the drawing-room, only an ante- 
chamber/' she said at last, lifting a door curtain, 
and disclosing a still prettier room, bright with 
amber hangings and mirrors and gilding, and with 
all sorts of odd nooks and recesses in it 

Lina, who by this time wa» again half-way up 
one of the pillars, slid down in such a hurry to 
follow her cousin that she came to the floor with a 
heavy thump, and had to pick herself up all flushed 
and panting, also, though she would not have 
owned it for worlds, a little bit bruised. 

" See !" said Rosalia, pointing to a pretty inlaid 
stand near a flower-table in the biggest fecess of this 
picturesque room — " see, all those things are mine." 

** What treasures ! Oh, how I wish I had any 
lovely things like these !" cried Lina. And indeed 
it was a collection to make any little girl's moutn 
water, for it seemed to comprise all the objects 
most children gaze at longingly in shop windows, 
and think they would like to possess. 

First of all, on the topmost shelf, was a set of 
tiny doll's furniture of carved ivory, a sofa, chairs, 
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arm-chairs, tables, bedstead, toilet-stand, and even 
the sweetest little cradle with blue silk curtains, 
enough things to luxuriously furnish at least two 
rooms of a good-sized doll's house. Then there 
were two dear little pug-dogs in Dresden china, to 
keep guard over these valuables, and there were 
little baskets of many-hued Venetian glass and balls 
of polished camelian and Sicilian agate, and some 
rare tropical shells. On the middle shelf were half 
a dozen bon-bon boxes of different shapes and 
kinds, a beautiful work-case with a complete set of 
instruments, and a red Russian leather desk, a 
velvet-bound album, and a pretty little oxidised 
donkey, with gilt panniers, that did duty for an ink- 
stand. There were some little wee vases, a variety 
of small knick-knacks, and a French doll with a 
smiling biscuit-china face, and real hair, arrayed in 
the extreme of Paris fashion. On the third and 
last shelf was a dainty china tea-service of the 
prettiest pattern Lina had ever seen, delicate trails 
of ivy with tufts of pink moss rose-buds and lilies 
of the valley. 
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" Oh ! oh ! ! oh ! ! !" she exclaimed. " How did you- 
get all these darling things, and, please, may I 
touch them ?" 

" If you are very careful with them you may," 
said Rosalia, magnanimously ; ** a good many of 
them were given to me when I was a little thing, 
and mamma kept them for me. It is only lately 
that I have been allowed to keep them here, and 
take care of them myself. They are safer here 
than in my own room, where they might get broken 
when Ciccio and I are romping," continued Rosalia, 
confidentially ; " for though he's a very good boy, he 
would be sure to break them and knock them about 
Boys always do smash everything, you know." 

" Do they ?" said Lina, who had had no ex- 
perience of boys' ways, pausing in her examination 
of a mauve satin Easter egg to reflect whether it 
would be wise to unpack her own favourite pos- 
sessions before Ciccio went back to school. 

** By the way, Ciccio ought to be here by this 
time," pursued Rosalia, setting in order the dainty 
ivory chairs. " Where can he be, I wonder ?" 
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There was no need to repeat the question, for the 
door of the Antechamber opened with a bang, and 
in rushed the boy cousin Lina had so long wished 
to see. 

Now that she did see him, she thought him the 
very oddest boy she had ever beheld. He was 
small for his age, not as tall, therefore, as herself ; 
had a little nubbly round face with the tiniest dot 
of a nose in the middle of it, a pair of twinkling, 
mischievous black eyes, and a broad, good-tempered 
mouth, generally, as at that moment, expanded 
into the heartiest of grins. He had a great shock 
of bristly light hair, on which a gold-laced cap was 
coquettishly perched, and his stout little person was 
encased in a tight-fitting jacket and trousers with 
crimson facings and gold stripes, and his fat spuds 
of hands were stuffed into neatly-fitting white kid 
gloves. Altogether, he was so unlike the cousin 
Ciccio Lina had expected to see, that instead of 
running forward to greet him like Rosalia did, she 
burst into a great fit of laughter, and exclaimed : 

" Why, he is just like a little officer ;" then off she 
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went into another peal, and laughter being con- 
tagious, Rosalia and her brother joined in too, and 
laughed and laughed without exactly knowing 
why, until the tears ran down their cheeks. The 
cause of all this mirth was the first to recover 
his gravity, and, drawing himself up in what he 
supposed to be a very dignified manner, he said, 
in an injured tone : 

" I say, Rosalia, it is too bad ; why does every- 
body laugh the very first time they see me ? . What's 
the matter with me ? It was bad enough when I 
was a little chap in petticoats, and even mamma 
used to quiz me and call me her little Paddy 
(whatever that may mean), but now that I wear the 
school uniform, I can't make out what there is to 
laugh at ?" 

Rosalia hastened to soothe him by explaining 
that evidently Lina was not accustomed to see boys 
in uniforms, and Lina herself, after one more burst, 
for Ciccio looked ten times more comical now that 
he had puckered up his quaint little face into 
extreme gravity, confirmed the statement, and told 
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him, with a hearty hug, how very glad she was to 
see him. 

"And what are you girls doing in here?" in- 
quired Ciccio, looking loftily round the pretty 
room^ pitching his cap down on the floor, and 
standing with his legs very far apart, and his hands 
in his pockets. " It's much jollier upstairs, where 
we can make as much mess and row as we like, 
without getting a scolding." 

" Oh, yes ! let us go upstairs, Ciccio," said Lina, 
trembling a little for Rosalia's treasures, "we only 
came here to look at all these beautiful things." 

" Ah !" remarked Ciccio, still in the same swag- 
gering attitude, " I suppose Lia has been showing 
you all the fine things her dead relations give her. 
She'll get some more to-morrow. Our dead grand- 
papa and grandmamma always make us beautiful 
presents every year. 

Lina was horror-stricken. " You naughty boy," 
she cried, "why do you talk in that wicked way?" 

Ciccio stared at her in blank astonishment. 
"Hollo! what's the matter with you?" he asked. 
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" Ask Lia. if it isn't all true. I daresay you will 
get something from your papa to-morrow." 

At this Lina shrank away from him, turned very 
red, and began to cry. Even to her mother, it was 
only in a whisper that she would talk of the father 
she could hardly remember. No ! she should never 
like Ciccio ! " Rosalia," she sobbed, "tell him not to 
talk like that ; he shan't talk like that, or I'll never, 
never play with him!" 

Rosalia, who was busily re-arranging her toys, 
tried to comfort her little cousin. 

" Ciccio did not mean to hurt you, dear," she said. 
" We do get presents every All Souls Day in re- 
membrance of our dead relations; but of course 
only tiny children believe that it is really they who 
give them." 

" Such bosh ! you know," quoth Ciccio, shrugging 
his shoulders. " I am sure I haven't believed it for 
years. I am very sorry I made you cry, though, 
cousin Lina ; but I thought, of course, you knew all 
about it. Here, give us a kiss and make it up." 

And the kind-hearted little fellow, really grave for 
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the nonce, caught Lina round the waist and kissed 
away her tears. *• I say," he went on, plaintively, 
"do let's go upstairs and on to the terrace. I 
mustn't stand on my head in here for fear of 
breaking something." 

*' Why does he want to stand on his head ?" in- 
quired Lina, much amazed ; and Rosalia explained, 
as they scampered out of the room, that Ciccio was 
haunted by a continual desire to stand on his head, 
and lost no opportunity of gratifying that taste. 
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CHAPTER V. 

SIGHTS. 

You may be sure that, in spite of their mighty- 
game of romp on the terrace, the children were 
quite ready for their promised drive some time 
before Uncle Pasquale was, and were now on their 
best behaviour in the drawing-room in order not to 
tire Signora Altovito, who liked to have them by 
her side for a while before they went out. Lina was 
filled with a sort of awe-struck pity for this poor 
Aunt Caroline, who only left her bed for her sofa, 
and who looked so pale, and pretty, and waxen. 
It disturbed all her notions about mammas in gene- 
ral to see this one so feeble and helpless. 

What should she do ? she thought, if her mamma 
were in that state. She got quite melancholy with 
these reflections, but recovered her spirits at the 
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happy moment of being packed into the barouche, 
with Ciccio and Rosalia, opposite to her uncle and 
mamma, and as for describing her sensations during 
that delightful drive, I should best do so by writing 
a whole page of notes of admiration. However, as 
they would be rather stupid reading, I had better 
tell you simply what she did see. 

As they turned out of the pretty square, past the 
splashing fountain, into the long narrow street, once 
the Cassaro, then the Toledo, and now the Corso 
Vittorio Emmanuele of Palermo, one of the most 
picturesque streets in Europe, they could see a long, 
long vista of grand old palaces, churches, and tall 
balconied houses, sloping upwards, for more than a 
mile in front of them, and ending in a dimly-seen 
archway with a high peaked roof, which Uncle 
Pasquale pointed out as Garibaldi's abode after 
that victorious hero had driven the Bourbonists out 
of Palermo in i860. 

Everything and everybody was very bright and 
aminated, for All Saints Day is a great feda in 
Sicily. The road was so thronged with carriages 
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full of gaily-dressed ladies and merry children, the 
pavements with foot-passengers of innumerable 
beggars, that they could only crawl along at snails* 
pace; but that was all the better for Lina, as 
it gave her an opportunity of eagerly gazing at 
the wonderful confectioners* shops, which indeed 
are nowhere more tempting than in Palermo, and 
far surpassed any that our little heroine had ever 
seen. 

These shops were all filled with customers, and 
outside loungers of all ranks were flattening their 
noses against the glass in rapt contemplation of the 
dainties within. 

How glad Lina was when kind Uncle Pasquale 
stopped the carriage at the door of one of these 
glittering shops, in the most crowded part of the 
street, and leading the children in, bade Lina choose 
whatever she liked best ! The child looked round 
bewildered at all the beautiful tempting things. 

"What shall I take, mamma?" she whispered 
appealingly, tugging her mother's dress. 

** What you like, dear, but nothing very big, you 
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know/* suggested Mrs. Gerard, alarmed lest Liiia 
might select one of the big flat sugared cakes adorned 
with a variety of gilded and coloured flowers, worthy 
of Mr. Gunter's finest Twelfth-cakes, that were ranged 
on the counter. Lina's ty^% roved confusedly among 
a bright array of sugar saints, eatable children, 
mushrooms and fir-cones of almond paste, and all 
sorts of strange and wonderful animals, and, after a 
few moments of hesitation in favour of a huge lump 
of brown nougat and fascinating bun-shaped cakes 
from which cream was oozing on all sides, at last 
succeeded in pleasing both her eyes and her palate 
by fixing on a superb lamb in pure white sugar 
with a bright pink tail and ears. Rosalia was 
already munching an elephant of the same descrip^ 
tion, while Ciccio, who, boy-like, preferred size to ap- 
pearance, was the proud possessor of an enormous 
and particularly sticky cake stuffed with candied 
fruits. Uncle Pasquale was buying chocolate bon- 
bons in so reckless a manner that Mrs. Gerard 
hurried the party back to the carriage as quickly as 
possible, and, luckily, Lina admired her lamb so 
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much that she could not make up her mind to eat 
it, and only nibbled away one of its ears and the tip 
of its tail during the whole of the drive. 

Presently they drew up before a resplendent toy- 
shop, on the other side of the way, and Uncle. 
Pasquale, after mysteriously muttering something 
about certain little nephews, jumped out, and made 
his way in through a crowd of vociferous beggars 
(who forthwith besieged the carriage), without even 
offering to take the children with him, whereat 
Ciccio looked very knowing, and in spite of 
Rosalia's warning nu^ge, whispered to Lina : 

" I told you so. Papa is gone to buy the dead 
presents for to-morrow." 

Lina's eyes dilated in a frightened way, she left off 
playing with her lamb, and could not repress a slight 
shudder at the sight of the parcels her uncle was 
presently stowing away in the back of the carriage. 

"Whafs the matter, my little one.^* anxiously 
asked Mrs. Gerard, who knew nothing of the scene 
with Ciccio in the morning, as she noticed the 
change that had come over her child's face. 
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" Nothing, mamma," whispered Lina, pinching her 
mother's arm; "that is, I'll tell you all about it 
to-night" 

Again the carriage stopped ; this time before the 
steps leading up into the Piazza Pretoria, where 
there was a wonderful fountain, one of the finest in 
Europe, to be looked at and admired. Out danced 
the children, followed at a more sober pace by 
Signor Altovito and Mrs. Gerard. 

"Ha, ha! you have nothing like this in your 
Florence," shouted Ciccio, partly because he liked 
teasing, partly because he couldn't as yet make up 
his mind to forgive his cousin for being taller than 
he was ; and when Lina was unwillingly obliged to 
confess that her dear Florence had indeed no 
fountain to compare with this one, thiat patriotic 
little Palermitan would have stood on his head, in 
token of triumph, had not his father damped his 
enthusiasm by remarking that this glory of Palermo 
was, after all, the work of Florentine sculptors. 

And now I think I must try to make a word- 
picture of this great fountain for the benefit of 
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those of my little readers who have only seen the 
insignificant little basins in Trafalgar Square, or 
still smaller ones, perhaps, on their own lawns. 
First of all, there is a wide open space paved with 
marble and surrounded by a marble balustrade, 
with an opening facing each side of the Piazza, 
flanked by colossal figures, called Hermae, From 
each of these four openings a flight of steps, 
bordered with statues of gods and goddesses, heroes 
and nymphs, leads up to the great basin, and these 
flights of stairs are divided one from the other 
by large reservoirs, into which water is splashing 
and dancing from the mouths of colossal heads of 
camels, bears, elephants, rams, bulls, and creatures 
of unknown species. From the large central basin 
spring three smaller ones, the first supported by 
huge, grotesque figures, called, as Lina learnt after- 
wards. Winged Harpies, and on its rim are four 
marble geese, in lifelike attitudes. A strange sort 
of pillar, resting on sea-horses, and formed of a 
group of boys and dolphins, supports the second 
small basin, and from this rises another group. 
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upholding the highest and last basin, in which 
stands a large boy with a cornucopia in his hand 
and a shell at his feet. 

Such is this wonderful Fontana Pretoria, said to 
be unrivalled in Europe as regards its size and the 
complexity of its works, for the water gushes from 
no less than thirty-seven statues and twenty urns, 
and also from the mouths of twenty-four animals. 
Not that Lina understood any of these details at 
her first visit All that she saw was a great, 
beautiful confusion of statues, and marble steps, 
and balustrades, with lovely, sparkling, glancing 
water gushing forth on all sides. Of what this 
dazzling medley consisted, she only learnt by further 
visits, and much poring over Mr. Murray's Sicilian 
Handbook, with her mother by her side to explain 
all the difficult terms. Mrs. Gerard soon found 
that, in spite of doing very few regular lessons 
during the first weeks of their stay in Palermo, her 
Lina's education was by no means at a standstill, 
for the little maiden was so much interested in all 
she saw, that her mind expanded to receive all 
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these new impressions like a floweret in the sun- 
shine, and she picked up many odds and ends of 
knowledge, scraps of Sicilian history, and fragments 
of classical lore, that stood her in good stead in 
after-years. 

This, however, is a digression, and all this time 
the children are gleefully running up and down the 
steps, peering into the basins, dipping their fingers 
into the water, and flirting drops in each others* 
faces (Ciccio was particularly expert at that trick), 

while the elders wandered about this thicket of 

» 
statuary, praising this figure, criticising that, and 

pronouncing Gazini's graceful Venus to be the very 
best of all. 

Then Uncle Pasquale hurried them back to the 
carriage, and they drove gaily through the ani- 
mated, crowded street, past the many palaces with 
lofty pillared archways rising as high as the second 
or third story of an ordinary house, and past nume- 
rous churches, of which a swinging door or a lifted 
curtain allowed them momentary peeps at glitter- 
ing interiors blazing with the light of innumerable 
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wax candles, and thronged with worshippers on this 
great feast of All Saints. 

Now they reach that original Piazza of the " Four 
Comers" — the point of intersection of the city's 
two principal streets — ^with its varied architecture, 
its fountains, many statues of virgin martyrs, and 
seasons, and sovereigns, and royal eagles, and turn 
off down the Via Macqueda, only a shade less 
animated than the picturesque Corso, and soon they 
are out of the town ; the houses have dwindled 
down from five stories to one, and they are passing 
through lines of carriages, amid luxuriant trees and 
brightly painted villas. In one direction they 
have dazzling glimpses of blue sea beyond the tall 
straight rows of the fantastically defiant Indian 
figs ; on all the others are the slopes and peaks and 
cliffs and crags of the grand mountain amphitheatre 
that encloses the Golden Shell. Another stoppage, 
to give the children a run in the prettiest part of 
the English garden, where there are great masses of 
beautiful flowering shrubs, quite strange not only to 
Lina but to her mother also ; and huge clumps of 
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pale blue plumbago, with festoons of deep red roses 
in beautiful contrast, and the large flowered jessa- 
mine growing up the trees, and trees themselves 
all loaded with blossoms, such as daturas, duran- 
teas, and a variety of the gum cistus, known in 
Palermo under the poetical name of the aurora. 
This last, with its different coloured flowers, Lina 
declared to be exactly like the tin trees in her box 
of German toys, representing an Indian tiger hunt. 

How the three children romped in and out and 
up and down those winding walks ! and then they 
had a grand race to finish with, won by Rosalia, 
as was only natural, but in which Lina came in a 
good second, and Ciccio a bad third. Now Ciccio 
prided himself on his running, and was not at all 
pleased to have been distanced by Lina ; so, to 
revenge himself, he said : 

"I suppose it is because you are such a coward 
that you can run so fast, cousin Lina ?" 

"What do you mean, Ciccio?" said Rosalia, 
angrily; "I won't let you be rude to Lina. Re- 
member how naughty you were this morning !" 

F 
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"Fiddle-de-dee," quoth Ciccio, contemptuously, 
snapping his fingers in his sister's face, and turning 
up his diminutive nose. " Was it my fault if she 
knew nothing about All Souls Day ? It would just 
serve her right to take her to the Cappuccini to-mor- 
row. Then, I bet, she would run away fast enough.** 

" You are a very nasty boy," exclaimed panting 
Lina, who was resting against the goal of victory-— 
the pedestal of Garibaldi's bust. " I don't like you 
a bit, after all. Rosalia is a darling, but you do 
nothing but say disagreeable things* It's very 
unkind of you," 

"Why, what's this ? Are you, children, quarrel- 
ling already ?" asked Signor Altovito, astonished 
at hearing such angry tones as he came up the 
slope with his sister-in-law. 

Lina hesitated. She did not like to tell good- 
natured Uncle Pasquale that Ciccio was a nasty 
boy, so she asked : 

"Do you think I should run away if I went 
to the Cappuccini, uncle ? Ciccio says I should. 
He thinks I'm a coward ; but I'm not" 
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''She does not look like one, does she?" said- 
Uncle Pasquale to his sister-in-law, as he looked at 
his breathless little niece flashing defiant glances 
at Ciccio. "But who has been talking of the 
Cappuccini?" he continued, frowning at the little 
boy. " Come here. Master Ciccio, and have your 
ears pulled.-* 

Apparently this threat was not very alarming to 
Ciccio, for, marching up to his father, the funny, 
square little boy stood looking so frankly and 
comically up in his face that Signor AltOvito's 
anger subsided at once, and Mrs. Gerard burst 
out laughing at this odd little nephew of hers, 
and drawing him gently towards her, told him it 
was too happy a day to be spoiled by quarrelling 
or scolding, and beckoning Lina to her, bade the 
children kiss and make it up. This they speedily 
did, though our sensitive Lina was secretly un- 
happy that Ciccio should think her a coward, and 
determined to take the very first opportunity of 
proving to him that she was not Now it was 
time to go home, for the sun was setting, and the 
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mountains had assumed all sorts of beautiful shapes 
of olive-green, purple, and pinky violet, and the 
gardens were almost empty. The streets, however, 
were nearly as crowded as ever, as they drove 
swiftly homewards. Suddenly, as they drew near 
the spacious Piazza Marina, with its cluster of noble 
young palms towering above the flowering shrubs 
in the garden, quiet Rosalia gave a great start, and, 
clasping her hands, she exclaimed : 

**The fair, papa, the fair; you know you pro- 
mised to take us all to it. Do let us have one 
peep at it before we go home 1" 

Lina and Ciccio echoed the request, and, as 
usual, Uncle Pasquale let them have their way, 
and steered them dexterously among the gaudy 
stalls and booths that filled one side of the great 
Piazza. However, the children were very tired, the 
crowd was dense, and, pervaded by a strong smell 
of onions and garlic, the b^gars Were more impor- 
tunate than ever ; so as soon as Rosalia and Lina 
had each bought a lovely doll's armchair of red 
velvet and cane, and Ciccio a terrible instrument of 
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torture, in the shape of a huge trumpet, they were 
glad to hurry home to dinner and Aunt Caroline. 
Lina said that her eyes ached as though she had 
been gazing into a kaleidoscope all those hours ; 
and when her mother put her to bed, at the close 
of this eventful first day in Palermo, she was a 
great deal too sleepy to remember to ask Mrs. 
Gerard a single question about the mysterious 
presents for All Souls Day, or to inquire the 
meaning of Ciccio's dark hints about the Cap- 
puccini. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

ALL SOULS DAY. 

"Why, how is it you children are still here?'* 
asked Mrs. Grerard, in a tone of surprise, when, on 
leaving her sister's room the next morning about an 
hour after breakfast, she found Rosalia and Lina 
still in the dull dining-room. " I thought you were 
with Ciccio on the terrace." 

It was not difficult to know where that young 
gentleman was, for he was amusing himself by 
performing on his trumpet, and its discordant 
blasts, vigorously and continuously repeated, were 
unpleasantly audible all over the house. 

" I am waiting till Rosalia has finished her 
accounts, and can come and play with me, mamma," 
answered Lina, who, looking very bright and 
blooming in spite of the excitement of the previous 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



ALL SOULS DAY. 71 



day, was delightedly undressing a superb doll, the 
exact counterpart of Rosalia's best one among the 
treasures in the drawing-room, which her uncle had 
given her that very morning. 

**What an industrious little woman you are!" 
said Mrs. Gerard, going to the other end of the 
room where Rosalia was poring over a long 
narrow account-book, with all her hair pushed off 
her forehead, the better, apparently, to grapple with 
the formidable rows of scrawly figures that filled 
the open pages, 

"These accounts are uncommonly tiresome to- 
day," sighed the child, raising a weary little face to 
meet her aunt's smile. " Old Alfonso always will 
note down everything in the old-fashioned Sicilian 
money, grani and tariy and then I have to find out 
what it all comes to in francs." 

"That is indeed hard work for you," replied 
Mrs. Gerard, sitting down by the writing-table; 
** but if you tell me the value of these grani and 
tarty I can help you to do the sum. Now that I am 
here, dear, I don't n^an to let all the weight of 
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your increased household cares rest on your brave 
little shoulders. I have been talking about it with 
your mamma this morning, and we have settled 
that I should undertake the household affairs this 
winter, so that you may have more time to play 
with Lina. It's not fair that she should have all 
the fun and you all the work, and I want you to 
be as bright and ijierry as she is." 

"How very kind of you, Aunt Maria," said 
Rosalia, flushing with pleasure ; " but, you see, 
you don't understand Sicilian, and if you won't 
think me rude, I know just what to order for 
mamma and papa." 

"You are a dear, thoughtful child!" answered 
Mrs. Gerard, kissing Rosalia's forehead ; "you may 
depend upon it I will not interfere with your 
ordering the dinner yet awhile, but I will not let 
you worry yourself with any of the bills and ac- 
counts. Now, give me a lesson in grani and tari^ 
and let us set to work to add up this dreadful 
sum." 

And, to Rosalia's surprise, Mrs. Gerard speedily 
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mastered the problem of turning Sicilian money 
into Italian, and the account was successfully- 
balanced, as it were by magic 

It was with a very light heart then that Rosalia 
jumped away from the writing-table, and, after 
warmly thanking her aunt, danced off with Lina in 
search of noisy Ciccio. 

" Why don't you play with that lovely paint-box 
Uncle Pasquale gave you this morning?" asked 
Lina, presently, while they were feeding the rabbits 
on the terrace. 

" Oh ! I mustn't play with it till to-morrow," said 
Rosalia, hastily, turning rather red. 

" But why not ?" pursued Lina, with astonished 
eyes. 

"Oh! you silly!" exclaimed Ciccio, in a muffled 
voice, for at that moment he was standing on his 
hea(J, in which favourite posture he had also been 
performing on his dreadful trumpet " Of course 
she mustn't play with it, or I with my gun till to- 
morrow, because they are dead presents, you know, 
and so is your dolL" 
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" It isn't/* said Lina, angrily. " Uncle Pasquale 
gave it to me himself." 

"It is a dead present all the same," persisted 
naughty Ciccio ; " I do wonder you are not ashamed 
to play with it to-day." 

" Hold your tongue, Ciccio ; you behave horridly 
to Lina. Tm sure she will be very glad when you; 
go back to school to-morrow," said Rosalia, with 
a warning nod to her obstinate brother. 

" I don't care," sneered Ciccio, blowing a shrill 
blast on his trumpet, "she is silly, and she is wicked 
to play with that doll to-day." 

" Tm not !" cried poor Lina, bursting into tears 
and hugging her beautiful French lady tightly in 
her arms. 

"Ciccio !" exclaimed Rosalia, stamping her foot, 
" Fm out of patience with you. Look here, papa 1" 
she cried, as Signor Altovito opportunely appeared 
upon the scene. " Please scold Ciccio ; he is very 
naughty and unkind to poor Lina." 

And for once really indignant, Rosalia, who 
generally shielded all her brother's misdemeanours, 
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gave her father a full and particular account of all 
the unkind, provoking things Ciccio had said to 
Lina. Uncle Pasquale frowned, and looked so dis- 
pleased that generous little Lina began to fear that 
some dreadful punishment might be in store for her 
cousin, so, seizing her uncle's hand, and with ^yt:& 
still wet with tears, she said very earnestly : 

" Please not to pimish Ciccio, dear uncle. I dare- 
say he didn't mean to be so rude. I couldn't bear 
him to be punished on my account. Only just 
please tell him, won't you, that I may play with 
this lovely doll." 

^ Of course you may play with it, carina'^ said 
her uncle, kindly ; "what else did I give it you for ? 
Do' you understand, master Ciccio ? get off your 
head and on to your feet, and come here and beg 
your cousin's pardon, and promise to be a better 
boy. If I don't punish you, remember it is only 
because she has begged you off; but I tell you 
what, the very next time I catch you behaving 
badly to her, not even her supplications shall save 
you." 
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Ciccio stood before his father, twiddling his 
trumpet first in one hand and then in the other, 
half conquered, but still rather sulky. 

" Give me a kiss. Cousin Ciccio," said Lina, softly, 
holding out her hand. " Don't let us quarrel any 
more." 

Now this was very nice of Lina, and so even 
Ciccio thought ; but still it di^ wound his dignity 
to have to stand tiptoe to kiss her. What business 
had a girl, no older than himself, to be so much 
taller > 

As no one, however, guessed this secret grudge 
of his towards Lina, a lasting peace was supposed 
to have been concluded, and for some hours all 
went well. Later in the day Uncle Pasquale pro- 
posed a drive to some of the sights of Palermo, 
and all set merrily forth. All, that is, excepting 
Rosalia, who would not leave her mother two days 
running, she said, and had also some letters to 
write for her. That little maiden took so much 
pride in being the mainstay of the household, that 
she was now suffering from many unnecessary 
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pricks of conscience at having allowed her aunt to 
relieve her of the heaviest part of her burden, and 
insisted therefore on stopping at home this after- 
noon. 

Luckily for Lina, who pulled a very long face at 
Rosalia^s decision, Ciccio, who had quite recovered 
his temper, showed himself the comical, bright 
little fellow he usually was, and entertained her 
with many anecdotes of his school life as they 
drove through the streets and out into the country 
beyond the walls. 

The two elders were as talkative as the children, 
for Mrs. Gerard was much interested in one of the 
most characteristic features of Palermo, the nume- 
rous and picturesque water towers. These ^iwrr^ 
(as they are called), composed of earthenware 
jars, with their bottoms knocked out, piled one 
above the other to the requisite height, and covered 
with a coating of brickwork or masonry, serve to 
distribute the pure water which the countless 
aqueducts built by the Saracens bring down from 
all the neighbouring heights. Within the city they 
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are built into the houses or the corners of the 
streets ; in the country they stand alone, at irregular 
intervals, like upraised giant fingers. Nearly all 
are water-worn and stained with richest tints, 
overgrown with soft mosses and lichens and ferns 
of various kinds ; delicate fronds of maiden 
hair depending from every fissure. The children 
also listened eagerly to Signor Altovito's words ; 
Lina thinking how clever those old Saracens (of 
whom she had only the vaguest, haziest notions) 
must have been ; Ciccio, speculating what rare 
fun it would be to climb up some of the tallest 
of these giarre by means of the projecting iron 
clamps, and stand on his head in triumph at the 
top. 

Soon they were out among the garden-belted 
villas in the road of the Emirs breathing the 
delicate fragrance of the blossoming locust trees, 
reached the object of their drive, the massive old 
Saracen palace of the Zisa, and were in the cu- 
rious hall, the only part of the building untouched 
by modern alterations. Those of my little readers 
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who have seen the Alhambra Court of the Crystal 
Palace can form an idea of what this hall is like if 
they bear in mind that here the decorations are old 
and dilapidated, the gilding tarnished, the colours 
dim. There is a picturesque little fountain in the 
wall opposite the doorway falling into a channel 
across the floor. The ceiling is vaulted and elabo- 
rately honey-combed, and there are marble and 
granite pillars with fantastic capitals, surmounted 
by bands of quaint mosaics on a golden ground 
representing archers and peacocks. Lina was 
delighted with the peacocks, Ciccio with the 
archers ; but what they really liked best of all was 
the scamper up many flights of stairs to the wide 
flat roof of the battlemented tower, from whence 
they looked over miles of orange groves dotted 
with golden fruit, and grey masses of olive-trees, 
relieved here and there by the rich glossy green of 
the carab, stretching away to the foot of the moun- 
tains, and over the city and the cactus and sumach 
plantations, to the glittering sea beyond. 

"What is that picturesque old building near 
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here ?" asked Mrs. Gerard, presently, pointing to a 
large convent in the midst of trees and gardens. 

"That is the famous convent of the Cappuccini," 
answered Signor Altovito. 

^ By the way," he continued, lowering his voice, 
at which the children, especially Ciccio, of course 
immediately pricked up their ears, "I ought to 
take you there, for this being All Souls Day it 
will be lighted up, and, though certainly rather an 
unjdeasant sight, one that all strangers should see." 

Mrs. Gerard hesitated. " I should rather like to 
go," she said, ''but these children — it would not do 
for them. I could not possibly take my Lina 
there." 

'* Of course not ; they can both wait for us in the 
carriage," answered Signor Altovito ; and raising 
his voice, he went on pointing out the various fea- 
tures of the magically beautiful prospect around 
them. No more was said upon the subject, and 
Lina could not understand why Ciccio should have 
become so strangely silent, and have left off playing 
with her to stand with his hands in his pockets, his 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



ALL SOULS DAY. 8l 

sturdy little legs far apart, and his mite of a nose 
turned skywards with an air of defiance. The others 
were already half-way down the two hundred and 
sixteen steps that led to the ground, and had called 
to him several tinies before he slowly and sulkily 
obeyed the summons. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE CAPPUCCINI. 

After driving a short distance between garden 
walls, over which pink tufts of oleander, trails of 
roses, and tall aloe shafts were peeping, and past 
numerous water towers, they turned into a court- 
yard, with a cloister running round two of its sides. 
It was thronged with beggars of every age, of every 
degree of rags and filth, some lying, some standing, 
some crouching, and all assailing the new-comers 
with outstretched hands and vociferous supplica- 
tions. Men, women, and children, for the most 
part dressed in black, were slowly passing in and 
out through a heavy door at one corner of the 
cloisters, where stood a g^oup of rope-girded monks. 
"I hardly like to leave the children among 
all these dreadful beggars," said Mrs. Gerard. 
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hesitatingly, as her brother-in-law handed her out 
of the carriage. 

" It will not signify for a few minutes," he an- 
swered quickly. " They are torments, but the coadi- 
man will keep them off as much as he can, and, as 
you know, we Sicilians are accustomed to beggars. 
Now, children," he went on, emphatically, "mind 
you stop quite quietly in the carriage ; we shall 
soon come back to you." 

" Certainly, uncle," replied Lina, much engrossed 
at that moment by her precious doll, and rather 
astonished at the impressive manner in which Signor 
Altovito spoke. 

Ciccio said not a word. He had folded his little 
arms, and was leaning back in his seat, a very 
caricature of offended dignity. 

''Why, what is the matter with you. Cousin 
Ciccio?" inquired Lina, presently, after having 
spoken to him several times without getting an 
answer. 

There was still no reply. 

" Do please, talk to me, dear Ciccio," she pleaded 
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coaxingly. "I'm afraid of these nasty beggars: 
they are so rude. Look how they are thrusting 
their hands at us. One of them tugged my arm 
just now, and Tve got nothing to give them." 

Ciccio gave a sort of snort. " I'm very glad they 
worry you, Lina. It serves you right for being a 
coward, and spoiling a fellow's fun." 

" Why, what have I done ? You are not going 
to turn nasty with me again.?" said poor Lina, 
piteously, 

"What have you done? That's fine. Don't 
you know that this is the Cappuccini convent? 
I wanted so badly to go in, for all the other 
boys at school have been here, and papa would 
have taken us with him if you hadn't been such a 
coward ; and now here we are left out among all 
these horrid creatures, and as the coachman has 
gone to sleep, I shouldn't wonder if they pulled us 
out of the carriage and ran away with us." 

" Oh, Ciccio ! " cried poor Lina, clinging to her 
tormentor in an agony of terror, as she saw that 
the coachman was indeed asleep and the whining 
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crowd round the carriage growing every instant 
more importunate.*' "I don't like stopping here. Let 
us jump out and stand by those monks in the 
doorway there, till mamma and uncle come back." 

'•All right!" said Ciccio, irt quite a different 
tone ; " only mind, it's you who want to get out, so 
don't be a sneak afterwards, and say it was me." 

" No, no, I won't indeed !" exclaimed Lina, gulping 
down her sobs, only too thankful to escape at any 
price from the formidable beggars, and out they 
both jumped and scampered towards the big arch. 

"The beggars are all coming after us,^' said 
Ciccio, artfully, as he saw one or two beginning to 
hobble across the courtyard ; " we might as well go 
right in." 

Poor little Lina, who by this time was in a fever 
of fright, would have gone to the world's end to 
escape from those loathsome supplicants. A group 
of respectable people dressed in black passed 
through the doorway, and, with an idea of finding 
protection in their company, the child slipped in 
after them, holding tight by Ciccio's hand. That 
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shocking little scoundrel was, I am sorry to say, 
chuckling joyously to himself at the way in which 
he. had frightened his tall cousin, and beguiled 
her within the forbidden precincts. Now they 
found themselves In a narrow, dimly-lighted cor- 
ridor. The people they were following suddenly 
turned to the right, and began descending a long 
flight of steps. Lina held back, vaguely frightened 
of she knew not what 

"Come along then," said Ciccio, sharply, his 
mischievous eyes sparkling with triumph. " Let 
us go down there too ; we shall find papa perhaps." 

" No ! no ! we mustn't," said Lina, suddenly re- 
membering that she ought not to have come so far. 
" Let us stop ; there are no beggars here/' 

"Nonsense, you coward! Come along, I say," 
and he tried to pull her down the stairs. 

At that instant the people in front of them 
reached the big door at the bottom of the flight, 
pushed it open, and Lina had a glimpse of a far- 
stretching gallery, that looked to her like a curious 
underground church. Candles were glimmering on 
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all sides, groups of black-garbed people were 
walking up and down, and rows of ghastly, awful 
looking figures were ranged high up against the 
walls. Some of these were dressed like monks, 
some in ordinary clothes, which hung in a strange 
fashion about their limbs. Nearly all held bouquets 
of fresh flowers in stiff white-gloved hands. Some 
seenied to bfe quarrelling, some, drooping in help- 
less attitudes, to be receiving the confidences of 
the neighbouring figures bending towards them, 
while others grouped together had their arms raised 
in earnest gesticulation, A curious earthy smell 
came from the open door. 

Lina shuddered and started back. 

" Oh ! what are you taking me to see, Ciccio ? 
Who are those horrible creatures, and what are they 
doing, standing up there among the candles ? They 
are much worse than the beggars." 

" What a ninny you are 1" said Ciccio, very 
contemptuously, though he too had grown rather 
pale. *'You know nothing. Those people can't 
hurt you, for they are all dead'* 
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'* Dead 1" shrieked Lina* " Oh, let me run away ! 
Mamma ! mamma ! where are you, mamma ?" 

" Hold your stupid tongue, and come along," 
persisted Ciccio, quite in a passion. 

" I won't ! I won't ! you are a very bad boy," she 
cried, clinging desperately to a stone pillar at her 
side. 

Ciccio tugged her arm with all his might, but 
Lina was the stronger as well as the taller of the 
two, and, desperate with fright, she wrenched her 
.hand from his grasp with a jerk, that made him 
lose his balance, and down he pitched, head fore- 
most, to the bottom of the stairs. At that sight, 
and the sound of the dreadful thud of unlucky 
Giccio's head against the stones, all Lina's dread of 
the ghastly terrors below was merged in the fear 
that Ciccio was dead, and that it was she who had 
killed him. Witlji one gjreat sob she rushed down 
the steps to where be lay in a heap moaning with 
pain, tried to lift him up, and called loudly for 
help. 

" Poor Ciccio ! dear Ciccio ! are you much hurt ?" 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



THE CAPPUCCJm, 89 

she cried, sobbing and panting with fright, as she 
saw drops of blood among his thick, light locks. 

*'Good Heavens! the children I It was Lina's 
voice 1" exclaimed Mrs. Gerard, who, at the other 
end of the corridor, had heard her child's cry, 
and hurried to the spot There followed a few 
moments of great bustle and ponfusion. Monks 
and candle-bearing visitors to the dead crowded 
round the children ; poor Ciccio was picked up and 
carried into the monastery parlour, his head bathed, 
and his injuries examined. Luckily, having a thick 
skull well protected by a mop of hair, these proved to 
be slight ; he was really more frightened than hurt. 

The excitement over, and when they were driving 
homewards^ Ciccio's aching head reposing in his 
aunt's lap, Signor Altovito began to question the 
children on how it had all happened, and why 
they had disobeyed orders by entering the convent 
instead of remaining in the carriage. 

Lina began to explain : 

" The coachman was asleep. Uncle Pasquale ; and 
the beggars frightened us ; and so—" 
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" Don't mind what she says, papa ; it was all my 
fault," interrupted Ciccio in a faint voice, pressing 
his cousin's hand ** I frightened her, and made her 
come. It all serves me right ; and I tell you what, 
Lina, 111 never call you a coward again ; you are a 
good, brave girl, and (with a sniff) I wotCt mind 
your being the tallest. I know you can't help it." 

And after this magnanimous declaration, peace 
was really made, and Ciccio quarrelled no more 
with his cousin Lina. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

PICTURE BOOKS UPON WHEELS. 

"Picture books upon wheels! What can they 
be?" I fancy I hear some childish voices won- 
deringly exclaim. ** How funny they must be, and 
how we should like to see them !" They are indeed 
funny, but to see them you would have to travel as 
far as Lina did. Right through Italy and across 
the Mediterranean to that irregularly triangular 
island of Sicily, placed as though the toe of the great 
Italian boot were about to kick it to the other side of 
the world. All the way to this island must you go 
to see the picture books upon wheels that so en- 
chanted my little heroine ; and as I think that very 
few of you fair-haired darlings of happy English 
nurseries are likely to roam so far away until you 
are tpo old to care much about picture books of this 
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kind, I will try to give you a little description of 
these and other strange sights and customs that 
often came before Lina's ^y^^ in that shining city 
by the sea, Palermo in the golden shell. 

First df all, though, I must tell you that the chil- 
dren were kept very quiet, and went no more excur- 
sions for some days after that adventure at the Cap* 
puccini which might have had such serious con- 
sequences. 

Little Lina looked so worn out and was so 
nervous on their return home, jumping out of her 
skin at every unexpected sound, that Mrs. Gerard 
feared she was going to be ill, and, instead of letting 
her sleep in Rosalia's room, kept her downstairs 
with herself. That did the child good morally, for 
her anxiety to leave room enough for dear mamma 
in the narrow bed almost made her forget the 
ghastly sights she had seen. It was so very nice 
to go to sleep with mamma sitting by her side and 
holding her hand just (she said) as though she were 
quite a little girl s^ain. Still her dreams were 
haunted by the fright and excitement she had gone 
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through, and again and again she woke up shud- 
dering, now dreaming that she was surrounded by 
clamorous beggars thrusting their faces close to 
hers and pulling her this way and that ; now that 
horrible skeleton figures were staring at her with 
sightless eyes, shaking their fists at her and nodding 
their heads, while Ciccio was falling, falling, falling 
down endless flights of stairs, and brown-robed 
monks were keeping her back every time she tried 
to save him. What a comfort to find each time 
that it was only a dream, and that she was safe in 
mamma's bed, mamma's arms pressing her close, and 
mamma's kind voice charming away all her terrors ! 

So the next morning she slept quite late, and 
woke up as merry as ever to find her mother 
already up and dressed, and her beautiful doll lying 
in state with wide-open eyes on the pillow by her 
side. 

Ciccio did not escape so easily. He had been 
in a high fever all night, and was too poorly in the 
morning even to rejoice at not being well enough 
to go back to school. He had to take nasty 
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medicine, and lie in bed all day, a very pale and 
contrite little boy, and very thankful for the com- 
pany of his sister and cousin, who, when his head- 
ache had gone away, were allowed to go and play by 
his bedside. He gave Lina a great many kisses 
when she brought all her little treasures and play- 
things and set them out on his bed to amuse him, 
and was altogether such a repentant little invalid 
that, by common consent, everybody avoided men- 
tioning the events of the past day. 

The next day Uncle Pasquale had taken the 
little girls out walking to enjoy the sea breezes on 
the Marina, and they were tripping along by his side 
on the broad pavement, when Lina suddenly stood 
stock-still, transfixed with delight at the sight of a 
long train of carts laden with great blocks of 
beautiful lemourcoloured sulphur. 

" What lovely, lovely carts !" she exclaimed y 
" they are regular picture books upon wheels ; please 
let me stop and look at them." 

" Why ! they are only common carts," said Rosa- 
lia, laughing ; for having seen them all her life she 
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did not consider them at all extraordinjarjr. They 
are all like these." 

"Are they ?" said Lina. " How nice ! How much 
I should like to have one ! Don't you keep one, 
Uncle Pasquale ?" 

" No indeed ; what should I do with it ?'* laughed 
her uncle. "Perhaps you would like me to take 
you for a drive in one to the English Garden T 

" Oh, that I should 1" exclaimed Lina, dancing 
for joy at the mere mention of such a thing. " It 
would be delicious to ride in one of those pretty 
yellow carts, and look at all the pictures, and read 
the descriptions." 

But as Lina*s raptures would not give my little 
readers any very clear idea of these marvellous carts 
it will be better to describe what they are really like. 

First, then, they are all painted canary colour, 
and are covered with gaudy representations of 
reli^ous and historical scenes, and all manner of 
fanciful designs. Their construction is of the 
simplest ; they are just oblong boxes upon wheels, 
and, as in most carts all over the world, the back 
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takes out or lets down for gjreater convenience in 
loading them with the orange boxes, or blocks of 
sulphur with which they are generally filled. 

There are always two pictures on either side— a 
large one in front and another at the back* Some- 
times the inner side of the panels is also covered 
with pictures, but commonly the inside' and bottom 
are only ornamented with stiff patterns in red and 
blue. The pictures themselves represent, as I said 
before, a very wide range of subjects. Old Testa- 
ment stories, the principal events in the life of our 
Saviour and the Virgin, are the chief favourites ; but 
you also frequently see Christopher Columbus at the 
Court of Queen Isabella and Christopher Columbus 
landing in America — ^which, by the way, is always 
written " Merica," in unconscious sympathy perhaps 
with the transatlantic habit of dropping the initial 
letter of the word ; the sorrows of Romeo and Juliet, 
which my little readers will know all about when 
they are old enough to read Shakespeare ; and the 
exploits of Godfrey de Bouillon in Palestine, and 
the fatal Jdelights of the wicked Armida's enchanted 
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gardens, which they will find all about in Tasso's 
•Jerusalem Delivered ' as soon as they have mastered 
the difSculties of the Italian g^rammar— all have a 
place on these wonderful carts. Then, too, there 
are representations of purgatory with the reddest 
of flames surrounding the most repentant and 
miserable of sinners, and of the incidents of the 
Sicilian Vespers, which, by the way, is the only event 
of Sicilian history you ever see depicted on these 
carts. Of course the art is of the very crudest 
description, the background is invariably yellow, 
the heroes and heroines are all garbed in the 
brightest reds and blues, with terrific turbans and 
tremendously-trailing plumes, and are all in the 
most energetic and impossible attitudes. The 
general effect reminds you somewhat of Mr. Warne's 
well-known highly-coloured picture-books, though, 
certainly, as regards execution, that enterprising 
publisher would have good right to be deeply in- 
sulted by the comparison. Lina, however, did not 
look at these delightfully gaudy pictures with the 
eyes of a critic It was enough for her that they 

H 
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represented stories she knew or stories that she 
wanted to know ; and as long as she remained in 
Sicily, she never saw one of these carts without 
rushing after it if it were moving, or walking round it 
if it were standing still, to have a good look at the 
pictures upon it Besides, the horses that draw 
them are nearly as fascinating as the carts them- 
selves, for they have trappings thickly studded with 
brass-headed nails, blinkers of scarlet cloth em- 
broidered in many colours ; strips of similar em- 
broidery finished off with red worsted tassels hang 
from every part of the harness, and tall peaked 
saddles, on which the scarlet cloth is redder, the 
brass-headed nails brighter and more numerous, the 
embroidery richer than elsewhere, and which are 
crowned by nodding plumes of red, white, and green 
feathers. In addition to all these splendours there 
are often rows of little bells all over the headgear 
and saddle, and the hardy animals (they need 
hardihood on Sicilian roads) seem proud of their 
finery and of the ceaseless jingle that accompanies 
their steps. 
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There is greater variety in the costumes and 
appearance of the drivers, but Lina \^as generally 
too much absorbed examining the pictures on the 
carts to pay much attention to them. It was later 
in the year, on damp and chilly days that they, in 
their turn, began to excite her admiration ; for then 
she saw them clothed in those primitive shapeless 
sheepskin jackets and trousers, which, at a little 
distance, transform them into black or white bears, 
or ancient satyrs. 

I do not know how long Lina would have gone 
on chattering about these entrancing carts, and 
minutely questioning her good-natured uncle, who 
liked nothing better than listening to her joyous 
prattle, had not a new subject of interest attracted 
her attention. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

GOATS, PIGS, AND BOYS. 

They had reached the end of the wide Marina, left 
the palaces and public gardens behind them, and 
were walking on, still by the side of the sea, through 
a very dirty and untidy suburb, among groups of 
swarthy bare-legged fishermen, as dark as the 
tanned nets they were mending and washing. 
There was a terrible odour of fish, in all stages of 
freshness and the reverse, but occasionally from the 
shabby houses opposite came a delicious whiff of 
lemon scent \ for it is here that the peel of oranges 
and lemons too much damaged, or otherwise unfit 
for sale, is converted into neroline, essence of lemon, 
and various other preparations, which in due time 
find their way to English shops. 
Beyond these establishments, the houses, now 
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dwindled down to miserable hovels, receded from 
the road, and on the open space in front, all ploughed 
up by the active snouts of generations of pigs, there 
was a large flock of goats. They are the prettiest 
of creatures, these Sicilian goats, with their long 
twisted horns and silky hair that reaches to the 
ground. ** Look, Lina, we are just in time to see 
the goats fed," said Uncle Pasquale, as the child 
began to exclaim at the beauty of these brown-and- 
white, and black-and-white, and all-white darliiq^. 

And Lina did look, and saw a quantity of round 
baskets scattered about on the ground among the 
quietly expectant animals. Then a man appeared, 
who, setting down one of those huge deep baskets 
that everywhere in Italy you see carried about 
on men's backs, proceeded to deal out the green 
stuff it contained into the smaller ones ; where- 
upon the goats quietly arranged themselves in 
pairs before these baskets, each of which held a 
double ration. 

The children were much edified by this exem- 
plary behaviour. Rosalia remarked that they were 
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as orderly as a school of young ladies at dinner, 
while Lina contrasted their conduct with that of 
the lions she had once seen fed at the Zoological 
Gardens in Florence. 

"And they don't chatter over their meal, or want 
to jump up and down like some young people I 
know," said Uncle Pasquale, hastening to improve 
the occasion and smiling significantly at the little 
girls, who both looked rather conscious, since, like 
mqst children, they often found it irksome to behave 
with due decorum at table. 

" How nice it would be to have one of those silky 
brown-and-white goats for a pet, uncle !" said Lina, 
presently, in a coaxing voice ; "we could keep it up 
on the terrace, you know, and get a little round 
basket for it to eat from." 

Her uncle laughed, but shook his head, saying, 
" Rosalia will tell you how her pet kid behaved." 

"Did you really have one all for your own?" 
asked Lina, much excited. 

" I did, indeed, and it was a darling while it was 
sm9,ll ; but it got so rough and rude when it grew 
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big, did so much mischief, and so often knocked 
me down, that at last I had to give it away, and 
then papa gave me my pretty little rabbits, which 
are no trouble at all." 

" The kid must have been much nicer, though," 
said Lina, nodding her head in a very sage way ; 
" the rabbits are so very stupid ; they never seem 
to love us a bit, and care for nothing but their 
cabbage and lettuce leaves. All quiet things are 
stupid, aren't they, uncle ?" 

" H — m, not always," he replied ; " and now Til 
show you some other animals who are not quiet arid 
yet are stupid." 

So leaving the busily-munching goats, they walked 
a Jittle further along the road to the spot where the 
river Oreto runs into the isea, and then they saw a 
great herd of pigs, some of enormous size, grubbing 
about on the shore among the heaps of black sea- 
weed, rolling, and grovelling, and dabbling in the 
water, and otherwise enjoying themselves in true 
pig fashion. 

*' What a quantity of pigs ! Where do they all 
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come from ?*' asked inquisitive Lina. " I never see 
any in Florence." 

" Every one keeps pigs here," said Rosalia, '' and 
the poor people hardly ever eat any other meat. 
Don't you remember how you laughed at seeing 
pigs tied up by a rope round their middle at nearly 
all the cottages we passed on our way to the Yisa ?" 

*^Yes!" answered Lina, laughing again at the 
recollection, "one would think they were used as 
watch-dogs. What nasty ugly things they are! 
But I don't think they are very stupid, Uncle 
Pasquale," she went on. " Look at that great long- 
legged fellow there: what an active, intelligent 
Ipok he has ! I fancy I should soon get to Kke 
pigs if they weren't so rough and^rude, and didn't 
have such a nasty smelL" 

^* I suppose a great deal depends upon education, 
even for pigs," said Rosalia, reflectively. " Perhaps 
if one had quite a little one and kept it very clean, 
it would grow up gentle and well behaved !" 

Then Uncle Pasquale said it was time to turn 
back, and as they walked towards the town it was 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



GOATS, PIGS, AND BOYS, 105 

hard to say which little tongue wagged fastest ; both 
children had so much to talk aboiit, so many ques- 
tions to ask. When they came to the Porta Felice, 
near their home, their uncle pulled out his watch and 
announced that, as there was half an hour to spare 
before their own dinner-time, he would take them 
into the Old Market, and let them compare the 
behaviour of hungry little boys with that of pigs 
and goats. 

" You dear papa ! you are going to take us to 
see the Lucky Pot, I am sure !*' exclaimed Rosalia ; 
'' that will be fun, Alfonsa has told me about it. 
I have often wanted to go, only — ^what a dreadful 
pity Ciccio isn't with us ! Hadn't we better wait 
till another day and take him ?" 

Her father shook his head. It was Ciccio's own 
fault, he said gravely, that he was not with them. 

" But what is this Lucky Pot ?" enquired Lina, 
with great eagerness, and Rosalia was going to tell 
her, when Signor Altovito stopped her, saying that 
Lina would find it all the funnier if she knew 
nothing about it beforehand. 
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So they plunged into one of the narrow old 
winding streets branching off from the Corso and 
were soon in the busy crowded market-place. Lina 
did not even look at the stalls stocked with flesh 
and fish and various kinds of poultry, but came to 
a sudden halt among the fruitsellers to admire the 
nice juicy India figs, all ready peeled, and neatly 
arranged on white plates in little heaps of five or 
six. Very pretty and tempting do these figs look, 
for some are bright magenta, some pale green, some 
white, some orange-coloured. Their flavour, too, is 
sweet and cool and refreshing, something like that 
of a very watery pear. Those grown at Palermo are 
the best in the world ; they are very nourishing 
and very cheap, and at certain times of the year 
are the principal food of the poor people. But 
Lina did not know anything about that, she was 
only thinking what pretty fruit they were, and how 
cleverly the men were peeling them with one whisk 
of the knife, without ever pricking their fingers 
with the hair-like prickles with which they are 
covered. 
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Then there were piles of huge pomegranates, 
some cut in halves, some bursting from over ripe- 
ness and allowing you just a glimpse of the red 
richness within. There were oranges and lemons, 
too, in profusion, and whole branches of golden 
mandarins, with their shining, pointed leaves, and 
dried figs strung on canes, or made into flat dishes 
and decorated — like the joints of meat — ^with apatch 
of gilt foil ; and monster pumpkins, and quantities 
of vegetables of every kind, especially of enormous 
cauliflowers, with a rich purple bloom upon them, 
and so verj' big that two or three make a respec- 
table load for a robust donkey ; and masses of lovely 
roses, jessamine, tuberoses, and many other flowers. 

But Uncle Pasquale hurried the children away 
from all these pretty things, and through the noisy 
crowd of buyers and sellers, and past the fried fish 
shop, whence came such appetising odours, and on 
till they came to a stall, surrounded by a throng of 
shouting, gesticulating boys and girls, amongst 
whom they with difficulty forced their way towards 
the centre of attraction, the Lucky Pot, a big, 
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bubbling cauldron, by the side of which a red-faced 
man, with a white cap on his head, and bare arms, was 
brandishing a prodigiously long two-pronged fork. 

"A halfpenny a dip, a halfpenny a dip!" this 
man was crying at the top of his lusty Sicilian 
voice; and the boys, shoving and pushing for a 
front place, in turn paid their halfpenny, and grasp- 
ing the fork, plunged it into the pot Great was 
the excitement whenever the fork reappeared, im- 
bedded in a lump of meat The successful specu- 
lator was cheered, and withdrew from the front 
rank to eat his scalding winnings in triumph. 
Sometimes a boy would poise his fork carefully, 
and after watching the simmering broth with 
breathless attention, at last make a dab at some 
exceptionally big bit as it rose to the surface ; and 
then what wrath and disappointment as the fork 
came out with perhaps a mere fragment of bone or 
gristle, or, worse still, with nothing at all upon it 

One boy greatly excited Lina's pity. He was 
smaller than most of the others, quieter, and 
rather less dirty. She had seen him struggling for 
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some time before he could get near enough to 
make his venture. Then, his halfpenny paid, he 
had made a sudden dip, and got nothing. Instead 
of howling like the others, when unsuccessful, he 
only sighed, bit his lips, and, after a long fumble in 
the pocket of his ragged trousers, fished out another 
coin. This time he waited quite a minute, fork in 
hand, before risking his last chance. Then he made 
his plunge, and again fished out nothing at all. 

Lina tugged her uncle's coat, " Please let me 
have a try," she whispered hurriedly. 

Her uncle was astonished, but granted her re- 
quest, and handed a soldo to the red-faced man. 
The boys were quite still for a^anoment, m wonder 
at seeing a young lady try her luck among them. 
Trembling with excitement, Lina seized the greasy 
fork, and without an instant's pause plunged it into 
the pot, and brought it out speared in a bit of meat 
as large as a moderately-sized chop. 

" Well, now you must take it in your fingers to 
eat it," laughed her uncle, seeing her look round as 
though she didn't know what to do with her prize. 
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But Lina did not want it for herself, and making 
her way to where her unlucky predecessor was 
looking on with hungry, envious eyes, she held out 
to him the tempting morsel, saying, with an 
encouraging nod, " Take it, little boy, it is for you." 
How his face brightened up, and how he bade the 
Virgin bless the kind signorina as he seized the 
meat in his fingers ! 

"Bravo I my little good-heart!" exclaimfed her 
uncle. " Now it is time to ^o home, unless Rosalia 
would like to try her luck too." 

But Rosalia shook her head just a little dis- 
dainfully. She was too big to compromise her 
dignity in that fashion ; and though she liked 
Lina's kindness to the little boy, she secretly hoped 
that no one in the crowd knew who they were. 
Perhaps, as Lina was a stranger, it did not matter 
so much ; but it would never do for Rosalia Alto- 
vito to do such a thing. Evidently, Mrs. Grundy, 
is as much feared at Palermo as elsewhere in the 
world. 
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CHAPTER X. 

SHELLS AND SAND. 

Were I to describe in full all the beautiful places 
and things little Lina saw during the first happy 
weeks of her stay at Palermo, this little tale would 
be transformed into something very like a guide- 
book. 

Sometimes with her mother, but much oftener 
with her uncle and Rosalia (Mrs. Gerard preferring 
the society of her beloved invalid sister to any 
sort of . sight -seeing), Lina roamed about all 
the marble-lined, fantastically-decorated churches, 
danced through the gorgeous saloons of the royal 
palace, and across the long breezy terrace, high in 
air, that led to the pavilion over the city-gate, 
where Garibaldi had dwelt in i860, and from 
whence his keen eye had kept watch on all the 
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approaches to the city he had freed from the cruel 
grasp of the wicked King Ferdinand of Naples. 
Those observant brown eyes of hers had glistened 
with delight at the exquisite beauty of the Palatine 
Chapel, which is perhaps the most perfect little 
church in the world. A very jewel, with its beauti- 
ful marbles and marvellously-glowing mosaics just 
revealed by a few straggling rays of bright Sicilian 
sunshine. She had had a merry jolting drive up 
the steep hill of Monreale, from whence they 
looked down upon the fairy city beneath, begirt by 
glossy orange-groves and dazzlingly-blue sea ; and 
then, as they passed the great doors of the gorgeous 
Monreale Cathedral, even Lina's nimble tongue 
was hushed into awestruck silence for nearly two 
whole minutes, as she saw the grand, majestic 
faces of our Saviour and the Evangelists looking 
down upon her with solemn kindliness from the 
mosaic-encrusted vault. 

There she had seen all the events of sacred 
history, from the Creation to the Crucifixion and 
Resurrection, depicted in the rich mosaics that line 
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the walls of this mighty building ; and so deep an 
impression did it all make on her sensitive ima- 
gination, that she was a very quiet Lina for the 
remainder of the day ; and when she was being 
undressed, in the evening, she told her mother she 
was sure she should never again feel frightened in 
the dark, for as soon as she closed her eyes, she 
could see those glorious faces, high up above her 
head, watching over and protecting her. 

Then, too, there were many happy afternoons 
spent in more child-like fashion, scampering up and 
down the steep breezy walks in the grounds of the 
stately Belmonte Villa, on the flank of Monte 
Pellegrino, overhanging the harbour, tearing her 
clothes and pricking her fingers among the fan- 
tastic cacti and agaves, and picking wild crocuses 
and white alyssom and spurge, the purple flowers 
of the mandrake and pretty pitcher arums ; which, 
* last, however, she speedily threw away, on account 
of their rank, unwholesome smell. 

There were long rambles also, in the Park of the 
Favorita, from which she and Rosalia would return 

1 
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laden with twigs of the graceful pepper tree,* with 
its tiny greenish flowers and drooping bunches of 
pink coral berries, and branches of the waxen- 
flowered arbutus, with beautiful strawberry fruit. 

Another day, she was taken to see the Favorita 
Palace itself, with its Chinese pagoda, and quaint. 
Oriental decorations, encircled by the stifTest of 
gardens, with prim beds of the pink and yellow- 
flowered mysembryanthemum, which you will see 
everywhere in Sicily, not only covering walls and 
banks, but doing duty as turf of a very Brobding- 
nagian description. More than once, too, Signor 
Altovito took the little girls to see the orange- 
gathering in the gardens near the town ; and they 
would look and wonder at the swift dexterity with 
which the women, employed in the work, sorted the 
golden fruit according to its quality ; choosing the 
best for exportation to America and Russia, the 
second-best for the Italian and English markets, 
and the worst for home consumption. 

What quantities of questions Lina used to be- 
♦ Schinus moUe» 
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siege her uncle with ; and how astonished she was, to 
learn that all the boxes used for packing the oranges 
were made of ash wood, brought all the way from 
Canada, in sheaves, technically called shukes ; that 
being the cheapest way of procuring the material ! 

Then they would weary of standing still and 
talking ; and off they would run, like little mad 
things, playing at ball with the windfalls, and 
picking the delicate, fragrant, yellow flowers of the 
sorrel (oxalis fybica), which is always grown for 
fodder in these orange-gardens, where it flourishes 
in the shade of the trees, and makes a soft, lovely 
carpet of tender green. 

Then, what merry chatterings in the evening, in 
the pretty yellow drawing-room, by the side of 
Aunt Caroline's sofa, before they were off to bed, 
to sleep like tops, and be up again early the next 
morning, full of life and health, and eager for all 
the simple enjoyments the day was sure to bring } 

You must not suppose, however, that these happy 
children did nothing but play ; had it been so, they 
would not have enjoyed their fun half as well. 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



Ii6 IN THE GOLDEN SHELL. 

After the first weeks given up to sight-seeing, 
they always had three hours of steady work with a 
governess ; and Mrs. Gerard began to give Rosalia 
lessons in English, Aunt Caroline, having become 
so thoroughly Italianised by her long residence in 
Sicily, that she seldom spoke her native language 
at all Rosalia could only speak a few words with 
a strong foreign accent. 

Lina, on the contrary, knew both languages 
exceedingly well, spoke Italian like a Florentine, 
and English as though she had lived in England 
all her life, so she, too, gave Rosalia lessons, re- 
ceiving, in return, a good deal of instruction in the 
mysteries of the Sicilian dialect 

One lovely morning, when the two girls were 
hard at work, Lina busy with a complicated 
division sum, Rosalia poring over the map of 
Russia, Signor Altovito's head appeared in the 
doorway, and his smile was so significant as the 
children looked up from their task, that they 
guessed something pleasant was coming, and were 
hardly at all surprised to hear him say : 
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" Come, children, if you don't particularly want 
to do all your lessons, you may run and put on 
your hats. It is Ciccio's half-holiday to-day, and 
it is so bright and warm that I am going to fetch 
him from school an hour earlier, in order to take 
you all to Mondello, to pick up shells and pic-nic 
on the beach." 

He was not obliged to repeat the welcome 
words. In a trice the lesson-books, and copies, and 
slates were scufHed into the cupboard without the 
slightest regard for those principles of order which 
the governess was always trying to teach her pupils ; 
and before Uncle Pasquale had turned the comer 
of the Piazza, on his way to Ciccio's school, the 
little girls had put on their sailor-hats and jackets, 
provided themselves with baskets for the shells, 
and were already impatiently expecting his return. 

Lina had often asked when they were going to 
that lovely little bay she had seen from the steamer ; 
but at first there had been so many other things to 
see ; and then a spell of stormy weather had caused 
the excursion to be put off. 
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^ A real pic-nic !" exclaimed Lina, dancing up 
and down the pillared antechamber, "how very, 
very nice ! Fancy, Rosalia I I have only been to 
one pic-nic in my whole life ; that was last year. 
Some English friends of mamma's took me, and we 
drove for miles and miles up hill — and it was, oh, so 
dusty ! but such fun — till we came to a great big 
park, called, Pratolino, and we ate our lunch under 
the trees and ran about and enjoyed ourselves ; but 
I know I shall like Mondello ten times better, 
because of the sea and the shells. How jolly, how 
jolly!" and, so saying, Lina seized her cousin 
round the waist and galloped across the room 
with her. 

*' What is best of all," said Rosalia, stopping to 
take breath, " is that we are all going, every one of 
us, even dear mamma ; for she says she feels quite 
strong to-day; so I shall really and thoroughly 
enjoy myself. It takes away half the pleasure of 
our drives, you know, Lina," the child went on in a 
low earnest tone, and with tears in her eyes, " when 
I know all the time that she is lying on her sofa in 
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the silent house, longing for us all to come back 
again, and with no one but Alfonsa to keep her 
company and see that she has all she wants." 

**Poor Aunt Caroline! it is a pity!" remarked 
Lina, sympathetically, "and," she added, "it seems 
so odd for mammas to be ill instead of little girls. 
My mamma is never ill; I don't know what I 
should do if she were." But now it was time to 
start, and all Lina's grave surmises vanished in the 
joyful bustle of departure. You may imagine what 
a happy carriageful they were as they drove 
through the long avenue of pepper trees in the 
Favorita Park, at the base of Monte Pellegrino ! 
There was Uncle Pasqiiale on the box by the side 
of the coachman, with a big basket of provisions at 
his feet, and Mrs. Gerard and Aunt Caroline inside, 
with the three children opposite to them ; fat little 
Ciccio had to do bodkin between the. two girls, but 
was too glad to have escaped an hour's Latin to 
think of fidgetting at being squeezed. Lina did 
nothing but talk and think of shells, and actually 
did not even once ask to get out and pick flowers 
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as they passed through the open meadows beyond 
the park. 

How beautiful the sea looked as they turned the 
corner of rugged Pellegrino and came in full sight 
of the enchanting bay that lies in the open space 
between that mountain and the cliffs of Capo di 
Gallo! 

" Now we can get out !" shouted Lina, as they 
came to the sandy road bordered by the royal 
fish preserves, and all the beach lay before them ; 
but she had to restrain her impatience till they 
reached a point nearer the village, where there was a 
nice shady place on the sand, among the arbutus 
and oleander scrub, where Aunt Caroline could lie 
down and rest and the lunch be set out. 

"But we needn't eat immediately, need we, 
uncle T asked Lina, with a very earnest face " we 
are none of us a bit hungry ; do let us pick up some 
shells first!" 

" Speak for yourself, Lina !" exclaimed Ciccio, who 
had already peeped into the well-stocked basket. 
"It's all very well for you who have had a jolly 
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breakfast at home not to be hungry, but when a 
fellow has had nothing but a hunk of dry bread 
and weak coffee " 

** There, take that!" said his father, laughing, 
giving him a sesame-sprinkled roll ;" be off with 
the girls to the shore, and mind you come back 
directly I give the signal that lunch is ready." 
Away floundered the children through the loose 
sand, up and down hillocks and over tussocks of 
coarse sand-grass, and never stopped till they 
reached the big bank of black sea-weed thrown up 
by the sea during the recent storms. 

There stretched before them the beautiful sea, 
not blue as at Palermo, but of a rich emerald 
colour where the water deepened, and in-shore of 
wonderful malachite tints, with black splashes here 
and there when dark weed-covered rocks lay near 
the surface. To the left was the picturesque, 
scattered village of Mondello and a long rocky 
tower-crowned promontory, beyond which were the 
beetling crags of Capo di Gallo. 

The morning breeze was cresting the emerald 
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wavelets with tiny sprays of foam ; white and brown- 
sailed fishing boats were putting off from the 
village. In the distance larger vessels were gliding 
swiftly over the water, like huge white birds with 
outspread wings, and one or two steamers were 
leaving long trails of smoke far in their wake. 
Lina gave just one glance to all this beauty, and 
then with a cry of delight stooped down to search 
for the promised treasures of the beach. 

What were all those pinky curves on the sand, just 
where the water touched the shore } Why, it was 
the coral, or rather coralline, the captain of the 
steamboat had told her about. At this first glance, 
though, the shells did not appear to be plentiful. 

"I don't see many shells!" she exclaimed with 
some disappointment in her voice. 

" Did you expect to see great Indian ones like 
those in the museum, lying about all ready tick- 
eted ?" asked Ciccio, as sarcastically as was possible, 
with his mouth crammed full of bread. 

" The beach is all shells, Lina, dear," said Rosalia, 
who was sitting down busily groping in the sand. 
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" Look here !*' and she held up for Lina's inspection 
a handful of tiny shells, of the most delicate shapes 
and colours, mixed with fragments of pink and 
white coralline. 

"Oh! oh!! oh!!!" was all Lina could say, and 
down she threw herself by Rosalia's side, instantly 
absorbed in the dear delight of shell-gathering. 

Ciccio, too, when he had quite finished his bread, 
set to work in the same way, but his tastes were on 
a larger scale. He cared only for the big ormers, 
and doves, and scallops, and cockles, the dried star- 
fish, and trails of seaweed, encrusted with coralline 
and sea-sponges, and curious soft olive-green balls, 
of which there were great quantities. However, he 
soon wearied of making this collection and amused 
himself by walking on the extreme edge of the 
ledge of sand, pushed up by the waves, which of 
course gave way at nearly every step, and enabled 
him to get his feet delightfully wet in an extremely 
short time. He was just meditating taking off his 
shoes and stockings and marching straight into the 
water, when Mrs. Gerard came across the sands to 
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summon the children to lunch. Both girls were 
so occupied in their shell-hunt, that they gave a 
great start when they heard her voice close behind 
them. 

Lina quickly jumped up, holding a handful of 
tiny treasures. " See, mamma ! ^Jow many dear little 
shells I have found ; and Rosalia is so kind, she 
gives me all her prettiest ones. Do look at these 
little glass shells. They are just like air-bubbles ; 
and Rosalia says they are called "buUe ;" and these 
wee, wee ones, like grains of rice ; and these little 
horns like fairy trumpets I " 

'* They are indeed pretty," said Mrs. Gerard ; " but 
now you must come to luncheon ; we are all very 
hungry." 

" Tm not, mamma !" said Lina, " I have no time to 
feel hungry with all these sweet little shells waiting 
to be picked up." 

^* But I am, though," said Ciccio " and I have got 
plenty of shells already, a great deal better than 
Lina's." 

"You dreadful little boy! how wet your feet 
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are!" said Mrs. Gerard, shocked at the dripping 
state of her nephew's fat legfs. 

"What's the use of coming on the beach, if you 
keep your feet dry. Aunty ?" pleaded Ciccio with a 
comical look. " They'll be quite dry by the time 
we have done lunch. Now I'll bet you all my 
shells, girls, that I get there first," and off he dashed ; 
and, having a good start, was already seated on the 
sand by his mother's side, with a goodly portion of 
galantine in his lap, by the time the girls appeared 
flushed and panting from their race over the sands. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

UNCLE PASQUALE TRIES TO TELL A FAIRY 
TALE. 

I NEED not tell you that they were an uncom- 
monly merry party. The fresh sea-air had brought 
quite a colour into Aunt Caroline's pale cheeks ; 
and it was pretty to see how tenderly the little 
girls, and Ciccio, too (as soon as his desperate 
hunger was satisfied), hovered about her, bringing 
dainty little slices of chicken and other delicacies, 
to tempt her to eat "just another bit," and filling 
up her glass till she laughingly bade them stop. 
Uncle Pasquale, merrier than ever in the rare enjoy- 
ment of having his wife with him, told the children 
all sorts of funny stories, that sent even grave, 
careworn Mrs. Gerard into convulsions of laughter. 
" I do think this is the very prettiest place in the 
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world, under' exclaimed Lina, with heartfelt 
enthusiasm, as she helped Rosalia to pack the 
empty plates and dishes in the basket ** How nice 
it would be to have a little house here, and live in 
it all our lives l" 

"It would be rather stupid without any other 
fellows to play with," remarked Ciccio, draining the 
wine left in his father's tumbler, as the most satis- 
factory way of getting rid of its contents before 
replacing it in the basket 

" Oh I but our friends should have houses here 
too," continued Lina; "all your favourite school- 
mates, Ciccio, and your cousins, and my dear sister 
Emily, and Uncle George, too, if he liked to come, 
and all my friends from Florence. Oh, how happy 
we should be ! We would climb up the mountains, 
and gather wild flowers, and pick up shells, and do 
nothing but amuse ourselves from morning till 
night" 

" But on wet days, Lina, what would you do ? 
Don't you think we should want some lesson-books 
then ?" inquired practical Rosalia. 
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" Certainly not !" answered Lina, promptly, ** we 
should have our dolls to dress, you know, and our 
shells to arrange in little boxes, and our flowers to 
dry. We might have just a few fairy tales ; but I 
am sure we should never want any other books." 

" What a bright world this would be if life were 
like these happy child-dreams," said Mrs. Gerard, 
in a mournful tone, stroking Lina's rebellious curls. 

" And so it is bright," said Uncle Pasquale, who 
would never look at things on the gloomy side. 
" with all these dear children round us." 

"Yes," said Mrs. Gerard, with a tearful smile, 
looking round the group; "but you must re- 
member I have only one of my darlings here." 

"Poor Maria!" said Aunt Caroline, tenderly 
pressing her sister's hand between her thin, wasted 
fingers, " it is hard for you ; still you know that 
your Emily is happy and well cared for." 

" Why don't you write to your brother-in-law ?" 
asked Sig^or Altovito, " and tell him to bring 
Emily over here for her Christmas holidays ? It is 
nothing of a journey for you travel-loving English," 
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At this, in spite of her sadness, Mrs. Gerard 
fairly burst out laughing. The notion of that 
prim, conventional, foreigner-hating, old bachelor 
brother-in-law ever coming to Sicily was too 
comical. 

"Yes, do, mamma, dear!" said Lina, throwing 
her arms round her mother's neck ; and ** Do, do. 
Aunt Maria !" echoed Rosalia and Ciccio, suddenly 
inspired with the strongest desire to see their big 
cousin Emily. 

" I tell you what ; if you won't write, I will," said 
Uncle Pasquale ; " 1*11 send Signor George a long 
letter of invitation in my very best Sicilian English, 
and Rosalia must turn your lessons to account by 
correcting all my blunders." 

" It is no use talking of such a thing," replied 
Mrs. Gerard, shaking her head decisively ; *' and 
now if you will take the children for a run along 
the shore, Caroline and I will stay quietly here and 
enjoy the beautiful view and the sea-breeze until 
it is time to think of going home." 

" Don't talk of going home yet," screamed the 

K 
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children in chorus, and clustering round good- 
natured Signor Altovito, who, like a true Italian, 
was never so happy as when making children 
happier, they were soon out of sight among the 
ridges and hillocks of sand. 

Soon they came to a patch of beach, sprinkled 
with shells, still more beautiful and varied than 
those they had found before ; and while the girls 
were busily collecting t^em. Uncle Pasquale seated 
himself on a heap of seaweed by their side, smoked 
a cigar, and helped Ciccio to build a magnificent 
sand-castle, guarded by a mighty wall of seaweed, 
and fortified by mussel and oyster shells. 

** But where do all these beauties come from ?" 
asked Lina, getting up to stretch herself, being^ 
quite stiff from crouching so long on the sand. 

"What a silly question, Cousin Lina! From 
the bottom of the sea, of course," said matter-of- 
fact Ciccio, planting a waving pennon of feathery 
weed on the summit of his tower. 

" But they are so very, very tiny, not like shells 
in other places ; they really must be fairy shells." 
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** Quite right," said Uncle Pasquale, very gravely. 
"Would you like me to tell you how they come 
here ?" 

"Yes, yesl" cried the children) and Rosalia 
whispered confidentially to Lina that papa some- 
times told them very nice fairy tales. 

" Well, then, if you'll all promise to listen atten- 
tively — Ciccio, don't fidget, but sit there ;" and so 
saying, he lifted up that active little boy, and 
popped him down exactly on top of the sand-castle, 
rather to the detriment of that building, which had 
not been constructed to bear such heavy weights. 

"You must know, then," he began, in an 
impressive tone, "that among the tall grass over 
there, at the foot of those trees, there dwells a 
tribe of strange little fairies, who are as much at 
home in the water as on land. They inhabit holes 
in the sand, and they live chiefly on wild fruits. 
They can fly like butterflies, swim like fish, and 
dive like ducks. There are not as many of them as 
there used to be in old times, because they are 
very mischievous and quarrelsome, and never at 
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peace with the land fairies, excepting when at war 
with the water ones ; but they are so clever and 
cunning that they manage to make mischief among 
their many enemies, and so are never attacked by 
them all at once, or they would long ago have been 
exterminated." 

" Have you ever seen any of them ?" interrupted 
Lina, eagerly. 

"Not myself; but my great-grandfather's second 
cousin's aunt once saw one that had been caught in 
a birdsnare by her brother-in-law's great nephew." 

" And pray what was it like ?" put in Ciccio. 

"Ill tell you as soon as you have found out 
what relation was the person who caught it to my 
great-grandfather and to you," answered his father 
promptly ; and now no more interruptions, please, 
or you'll maket me forget the whole story. 

*' These mischievous little fairies are allies of the 
wicked tribe of sharks and sword-fish, who are 
such cruel devourers and oppressors of the small 
fish under the protection of the gentle water fairies, 
and so the sharks send them word whenever the 
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king of the water fairies, who holds his court 
under the waters of this bay, has marched off with 
his armies on some distant expedition* 

"Thereupon they seize the opportunity, and 
diving down to his beautiful realms, frighten to 
death the poor little baby-fairies and their mammas 
who have been left at home, and do all the mischief 
they possibly can in a single night They ravage 
the palaces and gardens, destroy the bowers of 
seaweed and coral, and tear up the beautiful shell- 
mosaic pavements, and fill great bags with their 
spoil, which their accomplices, the sharks, bring to 
the shore in their mouths and scatter about on the 
beach. 

"All this they do from sheer malice, for they 
have no use for what they take; Then, when they 
are safely back here on the sands, where the water 
fairies have no power over them, they have mad 
dances by moonlight on the beach, shovel up the 
seaweed into great mounds and banks, and pelt 
each other with these olive-green balls you see 
lying about At the first rays of dawn, however, 
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before any human beings are passing this way, they 
have all scuttled into their holes in the sand, among 
the bushes, and fishermen wonder why the beach is 
in so strange a state when no wind has been blowing 
during the night You may imagine the grief and 
rage of the good, kind little water fairies when they 
find their beautiful dwellings all ruined and desolate, 
their wives and children crying among the ruins. 
But they have no power on land. All they can do 
is to prevent their enemies keeping their useless 
spoils, and this is how they manage it They 
persuade their lord and protector. Father Neptune, 
to send an army of sea-horses to overrun the beach ; 
and if you could come here some stormy night, 
perhaps you might see the great white horses 
dashing on to the shore, with myriads of tiny water 
fairies perched on their foaming crests, rolling, 
rolling, rolling over these sands and washing away . 
all the delicate little shells and coral branches of 
which they had been robbed. However, the beach 
fairies don't care much for that They are snugly 
hidden in the sand up there among the bushes, and 
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it is only now and then that some very daring Sea- 
horse dashes right on to the entrance to their 
dwellings. Whenever that happens, the cunning 
little things, who keep a good look-out, make haste 
to fly up into the trees, and even take refuge in 
birds* nests. To this the birds object a good deal, 
and occasionally gobble up a few of the intruders, 
but not often, for they have learnt to their cost 
that these beach fairies have it in their power to 
make things very unpleasant for the young birds 
who cannot fly. They know, too, by experience, 
that if they refuse refuge to the fairies when the 
sea-horses are out, that it will be a long time before 
they will be able to leave their nests to go in search 
of food ; that for every fairy some irritable mother- 
bird may have gobbled up in indignation at the 
invasion of her privacy, so many eggs will be 
sucked and broken ; there will be a scarcity of birds 
for at least a whole season." 

" Is that all ?" asked Rosalia, in a disappointed 
voice, as her father left off" speaking and proceeded 
to light a cigar. 
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" Yes, that's all," answered he. " Don't you like 
my story ?" 

" Yes, very much, dear papa ; but " hesitated 

Rosalia. 

"But it isn't a regular story," broke in Ciccio. 
" It's only a description. It would have been much 
nicer to hear what some particular beach fairy did, 
instead of what they all do." 

Signor Altovito held up his hands deprecatingly. 
" I didn't know that I had so critical an audience," 
he said " Next time I'll try and tell you the whole 
life and adventures of some particular fairy, or 
I see I shan't be able to please you," 

"/ like your story very much, uncle," said Lina, 
nestling up to his side. " It is very, very pretty. 
How I should like to see the water fairies riding on 
the crests of the waves ! but somehow I can't be 
very angry with those naughty beach fairies after 
all, since it is they who fetch up all the darling 
shells from the bottom of the sea." 

"I never said my story was true, Lina," said 
Uncle Pasquale, bending down to kiss the little girl. 
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Then they wandered along the beach, not with- 
out a good romp by the way, and through the 
straggling village, across the little piazza, where 
brown fishing-nets were drying in the sun, and over 
the rocks up to the little watch-tower at the end of 
the promontory. There they scrambled about 
for some time. Ciccio nearly fell into the sea in 
a vain attempt to catch a goat that kept skipping 
higher and higher, and all were very sorry when 
the glowing tints of the western sky warned them 
that it was getting late for Aunt Caroline to be 
out, and that they must hurry back to Palermo 
with all possible speed. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE SECRET. 

Lessons were over for the day, and with a wide 
flapping hat on her head, to protect her from the 
rays of the sun, which still, at the latter end of 
November, blazes ^with tropical fierceness in this 
southern isle, little Lina stood all by herself on 
the roof-terrace of her uncle's house, leaning over 
the parapet, and gazing vacantly at the blue sea. 
Apparently, something had gone wrong with our 
little heroine's temper, for the corners of her mouth 
were turned down instead of up, and every now and 
then she impatiently stamped her foot on the 
glazed tiles. Her cherished doll was evidently in 
disgrace, for there it stood, only half-dressed, 
propped up in a far-off comer, its pretty simpering 
face turned to the walJL 
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" Oh dear, oh dear !" exclaimed Lina, presentiy, 
"what a long time Rosalia is stopping in Uncle 
Pasquale's room ; I wonder why he wouldn't let me 
come in too ? It's a great shame ! he never shut 
me out before, and I am sure I havn't been naughty. 
I do hate people to have secrets. I never have any 
from Rosalia, and it is so nasty to be up here all 
by myself. Mamma is writing letters in aunt's 
room, so I can't go to her, and the doll is naughty, 
and the rabbits stupider than ever. Oh, I do wish 
Rosalia would come and play with me." And, 
thereupon, Lina gave another stamp with her foot, 
and two big tears of vexation and self pity rolled 
down her sunburnt cheeks. Just then, hearing 
footsteps on the stairs, she rushed across the 
terrace to see if it were her cousin. No ! it was 
only Alfonsa, with the coffee-mill under her arm, 
coming to grind the next day's supply out in the 
warm sunshine. 

" What's the matter, signorina ?" asked the old 
servant, noticing Lina's woe-begone face. 

" Oh, nothing !" said the child, pettishly, shrugging 
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her shoulders ; "but I am waiting for Rosalia, and 
she is stick a long time." 

"And you all alone, Poverina !" said old Alfonsa, 
very pityingly, for she had the true southern 
detestation of solitude. " That is dreadful ; shall I 
let you grind some of the coffee ?" 

" Oh yes, please do !" said Lina, brightening up, 
and, seizing the mill, she began to turn the handle 
as vigorously as she could, while Alfonsa, with her 
arms tucked under her apron, stood by her side, 
enjoying the pleasures of idleness and gossiping 
about all sorts of things in her rapid Sicilian, which, 
by this time, Lina understood very fairly. 

"And my niece is going to be married next 
month," she went on, after having given Lina a com- 
plete sketch of her family history ; ** and she may 
thank me that she can marry so soon, for I am going 
to give her a good lump of my savings, and all the 
things I bought years ago for my own wedding." 

" How is it you are not married then, Alfonsa ?" 
inquired Lina, much interested, and pausing from 
her labour, to rest her aching arm. 
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"Ahl thafs a sad story T said the old woman, 
shaking her head and heaving a deep sigh. " We 
had been engaged a long time, and my Doro had 
bought a good bit of furniture, and I had got all 
our house-linen — ^for you know, signorina, we 
Sicilians never marry till we have enough things to 
set up housekeeping properly — ^when he had to go 
and be a soldier again, though he had nearly served 
out all his time before ; and he got a bad fever, and 
when he did come back at last, he was a dying 
man ; and so I never married after all" 

Lina looked up at her pityingly, but remained 
silent. She never could say anything when she 
felt very sorry ; then, after a pause, anxious to get 
back to more cheerful subjects, she said : 

"And so you are going to give all your things to 
your niece. How pleased she must be !" 

"Ayl that she is, for she is a good girl, but, 
Dio Buonol there's nothing like relations for in- 
gratitude. Her mother says it's a shame I didn't 
give the things to the other girl who turned nun a 
few years ago, and then she might have got a 
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husband too ; but it isn't true, signorina, for 
Filomena was a bom nun, if ever there was one, 
even at your age, and she's as happy as the day is 
long. I often see her sitting at the window and 
fanning herself just like a lady, when I pass the 
convent Signorina LJa knows her, for she some- 
times goes with me, when I run in to have a chat 
with her at the grating." 

" Couldn't you take me one day, dear Alfonsa T 
asked Lina, coaxingly, '' I should so like to talk to 
a real nun." 

Alfonsa was much flattered at the request. 
*' Nothing easier," she said, for the nuns at Palermo 
were not boxed up as closely as she heard they 
were in other parts. The very next Sunday she 
would take her if the Signora Mamma would allow 
it ; and Lina began to think how nice it would be, 
if, for once, she could exchange the long church 
service at the Consulate — ^where the glimpse she had 
from her seat of the bright sea and waving trees 
outside always made it so hard to attend to the 
sermon — for a peep at the unknown convent-world. 
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"And I tell you what, signorina!" said Alfonsa, 
with the air of one bestowing an enormous favour 
**As that mischievous little Ciccio is not here to 
play any pranks when my back is turned, and you 
have nothing to amuse ypu, Til show you some of 
the things I am going to give to my niece. I keep 
them in my closet downstairs." 

Up jumped Lina, upsetting, in her eagerness, all 
the coffee that remained unground ; and old 
Alfonsa, taking a ponderous key out of her pocket, 
waddled down the stairs and through the kitchen, 
with its rows of shining copper pans, into her own 
stuffy little bed-room, of which the window was 
very rarely opened. 

She was in high delight at Lina's exclamation of 
astonishment, as the opening of the closet door 
revealed a very motley collection of goods and 
chattels. On one shelf were piles of homespun 
sheets and pillow-cases, tied up with pink ribbons ; 
some of them — as Alfonsa proudly pointed out — 
with wide embroidered borders ; for Italians, even of 
the humblest class, will make any sacrifice to 
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possess expensive bed-linen. There was plenty of 
unbleached table-cloths too, and a great array of 
common crockery, several coffee-pots, a great many 
coloured prints of saints in tinselled frames, jwts 
and pans, brilliant trays, half a dozen chairs 
bottomed with the strong white fibre of tht aloe, 
stacked one on top of the other, common glass 
vases, brass lamps and candlesticks, and many 
other miscellaneous articles. 

" How did you ever get such quantities of things, 
Alfonsa?" asked Lina admiringly. 

" I bought them all myself, signorina, every one ; 
and ever since I knew I should never want them 
for a house of my own, I have gone on buying 
little things that were good bargains from time 
to time. It's a sort of habit." And something 
like a tear rolled down the woman's wrinkled 
cheek, as she dusted a looking-glass with her 
apron. 

** It's very nice for your niece " remarked Lina, 
standing on tiptoe, to inspect an impossible land- 
scape on one of the trays. 
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**Yes, signorina; and it is I who gave her the 
money to buy her four mattresses." 

"Why does she want so many?*' inquired Lina 
laughing. 

" Signorina !" and Alfonsa held up her hand in 
dismay at the child's ignorance of matrimonial 
matters. "What man would marry a girl who 
did not bring him four mattresses } He has 
to buy the bedstead, you know, and the chest 
of drawers, and the tables, and other household 
matters." 

" Lina ! Lina !" cried Rosalia's sweet voice from 
the terrace above ; and with a joyful — " Have you 
come at last, Rosalia!" and hastily thanking 
Alfonsa for the sight of her treasures, the child 
darted away to join her cousin, who was waiting 
for her on the terrace, ready dressed to go out. 
But though Lina had recovered her temper, she was 
still very anxious to find out why Rosalia had been 
so mysteriously closeted with her father for more 
than an hour. Not a word would Rosalia say on 
the subject, but there was a certain importance 

L 
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in her manner that convinced sharp-eyed Lina that 
there was indeed a great mystery going on about 
something. Uncle Pasquale, too, kept smiling to 
himself, and every now and then gave a significant 
glance to his daughter, as he walked through the 
streets with the little girls, in a way that made 
Lina feel more inquisitive than ever. So much 
perplexed was she by all this, that, in crossing the 
Piazza de Bologni, she quite forgot to laugh as 
usual at the toga-draped statue of Charles V. in 
the centre of the square. That meagre, hungry 
looking monarch, laurel-crowned, and with out- 
stretched hand, really seems, when seen from one 
comer of the Piazza, to have only one leg, and to 
be in the act of asking charity. Lina had made 
her uncle laugh very heartily the first time she saw 
this statue, by insisting that it must be one of a 
lame beggar, and that she could fancy she could 
hear the whine, " Date qualcosa al povero zoppo " 
(Give to the poor lame), issuing from those pinched, 
bronze lips. 

Ever since it had been a standing joke of her 
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uncle's always to ask her why she gave nothing to 
the poor lame beggar. 

"You are very serious to-day," he said, looking 
kindly at her. "I think I must take you to buy 
some sweets to brighten you up." 

" Oh, yes ! do, papa !" put in Rosalia ; ** please 
take us to the pretty shop we both like so much, 
where we bought the sugar-lambs." 

** That is on the way home ; and I don't want 
Lina to be silent all the time she is out No ! we 
will go to that lemonade-stall in Via Macqueda, on 
the way to the English Garden, and get some of 
thzt pietra femola Lina was sa anxious to taste." 

" Thank you, uncle," said Lina, looking down in 
a shamefaced way. " I am not cross now ; but it 
was so stupid without Rosalia to play with me, 
and — and " 

" And you wanted to know what she was doing 
in my room, didn't you, little one ? Rosalia and I 
have a little secret together." 

Lina hoped he was going to tell her what it was, 
but he said no more on the subject ; and soon they 
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were standing before the smartest of all the pretty 
lemonade-shops in Palermo, at which Lina had 
often shot longing glances in driving past it to the 
English Garden. This entrancing place is very 
small, rather a stall than a shop; but then it is 
fashioned like the front of a temple, and brilliant 
with profuse red paint and gilding. Five small 
globes of gold fish, and as many silver balls, swing 
from its roof ; piles of lemons and oranges, saucers 
of powdered sugar, glasses and spoons, are tempt- 
ingly arranged on the marble counter. At one 
corner are small decanters of anisetto and other 
liqtieurs; at the other is a huge pile of a black, 
sticky-looking compound — ^the delicacy Lina is in 
search of. More lemons, freshly gathered, as you 
may see by the glossy leaves on their stalks, are in 
reserve on the narrow shelves in the background. 
From one of the pillars an everlasting runlet of 
pure, fresh water trickles into the marble basin 
beneath. 

" Now, children, if you are going to eat much of 
this sweetstuff,'' said Uncle Pasquale, handing to 
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each little girl a big, square lump of pietra femolay 
"you had better have something to drink. Will 
you have water alone, or water with a dash of 
anisetto in it, or some lemonade ?" 

Of course they both chose lemonade : it was not 
only the nicest to drink, but it was also such fun to 
see the fresh lemons squeezed into the water, and 
the sugar stirred in, and then the beverage tossed 
rapidly backwards and forwards half a dozen times 
from one big tumbler to another, so that the fra- 
grant juice, the sugar, and the water might be 
thoroughly mixed and acquire the true flavour. 

*' What do you think, Lina !" said Rosalia, pre- 
sently, when sweets and lemonade had been satis- 
factorily disposed of. ** Papa says that if it is fine * 
next Thursday he will give us another whole holi- 
day, and take us up Monte Pellegrino to Santa 
Rosalia's cave. That'll be nicer even than Mon- 
dello, won't it ?" 

" Not nicer ! there is nothing in the world so nice 
as picking up shells," replied Lina, clasping her 
hands in an impressive manner; "but it will be 
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capital fun. Shall we really go on donkeys, Uncle 
Pasquale ?" 

*' Really on donkeys, even your mamma and I," he 
answered ; " but don't think too much about it, for 
the weather may change, and you little girls would 
be blown to bits on the top of the mountain on a 
windy day. You know the great statue of Santa 
Rosalia that you saw from the sea has had two 
heads blown off already. It would never do for 
such an accident to befall my little girls." 

But Lina could think of nothing but the donkeys, 
and kept speculating all the way home whether 
her grave mamma would ever be persuaded to 
mount one. There was nothing astonishing in the 
idea of merry Uncle Pasquale on a donkey; but 
mamma ! 

Lina, like many other little girls, found it very dif- 
ficult to realize that, once upon a time, her mamma 
might actually have been a child like herself. 

As they were running upstairs to take off 
their things, Lina suddenly whispfered in Rosalia's 
ear: 
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"Was that the secret? About Monte Pelle- 

grino ? 

" No ! it wasn't, you inquisitive little thing !" 
"Fm not inquisitive," pouted Lina, tugging at 

her hat-strings, " but oh, I do so want to know !" 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

SANTA ROSALIA. 

Never before had Lina bestowed so much atten- 
tion on the state of the weather as during the days 
preceding the Thursday destined for the excursion 
to the summit of Monte Pellegrino. Nearly all her 
play hours were spent upon the roof terrace, and if 
she saw a cloud the size of your hand hovering any- 
where over the ring of mountain peaks that bounded 
her view landwards, down she would rush to sum- 
mon her uncle to come up and give her his opinion 
on the phenomenon. " Did he think it meant rain, 
or wind, or both ? Or was it a storm coming on V 
arid fifty other questions of the same sort. 

What despair she was in when, on Wednesday 
morning, she beheld a great nightcap of mist sur- 
rounding the top of Monte Acuto, and a similar 
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one settling down on Monte Pellegrino itself. She 
appealed in turn to every member of the household 
to know what chance there might be of the weather 
clearing before ten o'clock the next morning ; but, 
alas ! Uncle Pasquale shook his head and held out 
very little hope. If the wind changed the threaten- 
ing clouds and mists might be blown away, but if 
not, why, Lina must wait till the following week to 
see Santa Rosalia's shrine. 

So the excitable child went about the house with 
a very long face all the morning, but in the after- 
noon her hopes revived, for the sun had come out 
and the mists dispersed. 

" It won't rain, it won't rain !" she kept shouting. 
" We shall really go to-morrow, after all, mamma !" 

" It is to be hoped that we shall," answered her 
mother; "for indeed, Lina, this Monte Pellegrino 
fever of yours is driving us all crazy. I should like 
to see my little girl learning to be more reasonable." 

"But it is so hard to be reasonable, mammina 
darling, when one is very, very anxious about any- 
thing," answered Lina, throwing her arms round 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



154 IN^ THE GOLDEN SHELL. 

Mrs. Gerard's neck, and giving l^er a terribly 
vigorous hug. 

That night my little heroine stayed awake so 
late, thinking about how very early she would get 
up to study the weather, that when the morning 
came she overslept herself, and never opened her 
eyes till Rosalia was quite dressed 

" Is it fine, is it fine ?" she cried, instantly bounc- 
ing out of bed and pattering over the tiled floor, 
with naked feet, to go and look out of window. 

" Una, Lina ! put on your slippers," remonstrated 
motherly Rosalia. " See ! it is a lovely morning," 
and, drawing aside the thick green curtain, a flood 
of warm sunlight poured into the room, illuminating 
the eager little white-robed creature in the middle 
of the floor, and turning her tangled locks into a 
gold-brown glory round her head. Under the 
circumstances, it is not much to be wondered at if 
Lina's toilet was a very hurried performance that 
morning, and her appearance far from neat when, 
her clothes tumbled on anyhow, she scampered into 
the breakfast-room. 
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"My dear," said Uncle Pasquale, in a solemn 
tone, and looking at her with a mischievous twinkle 
in his kind, black eyes, as he twisted one of her 
shaggy, ill-combed locks round his finger, "it is 
easy to see that you are suflTering from donkeys on 
the brain. That complaint always makes the hair 
rough." 

What was worse, too, than being laughed at, her 
mamma looked grave and displeased with her little 
daughter, and disregarding all entreaties, instantly 
carried her off to do her hair properly. 

These grievances were, however, quidcly for- 
gotten, and an hour later the whole party was 
assembled at the foot of the mountain, where 
donkeys and donkey boys were waiting to convey 
them up the steep paved ascent What fun the 
mounting was, and what a deal of arrangement the 
ramshackle saddles and stirrups required ! There 
was Uncle Pasquale, looking extremely dignified, on 
a good-sized mule which Ciccio had secretly hoped 
would be given to himself instead of the smallest, 
which naturally fell to his share. Equally, of course, 
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Mrs. Gerard had the biggest and strongest donkey. 
Rosalia had a sleek brown one ; Lina a dappled. 
As the latter was the first to be mounted, she 
thought she would like to career about a little on 
the grass by herself while the others were getting 
ready; but, alas! she soon found that it is easier 
to mount a donkey than to manage him. Natu- 
rally, the cunning little animal, well aware of the 
hard day's work before him, steadily refused to 
move. 

"He won't go, mamma," screamed poor Lina, 
tugging at and shaking her reins in all sorts of 
ways. " I'm sure he has a very bad disposition." 

But when a smart blow from one of the boys 
did at last make him go, Lina found it by no 
means so delightful as she had anticipated, for the 
animal set off at a rapid jolting pace that nearly 
jerked her out of the saddle, and then stopped 
quite suddenly, with his legs immoveably planted 
as before. 

However, at last they were all off. Uncle Pas- 
quale and mamma in front; then the two little 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



SANTA ROSALIA, 157 

girls ; and Ciccio, with his short legs stuck straight 
out, a little distance behind. Slow enough was their 
progress up the slippery zigzag causeway ; the poor 
animals slipping, sliding, and stumbling at every 
second step. 

" Uncle Pasquale !" cried, presently, the irrepres- 
sible Lina, " you know you promised to tell us the 
whole story of Santa Rosalia on the way." 

" Have a little pity, my dear child," panted her 
uncle, whose rotten saddle-girths were slipping 
round in a very uncomfortable manner. " I 
promise you that V\\ gratify your thirst for in- 
formation when we are safely at the top." 

" Oh dear I oh dear !" exclaimed tender-hearted 
Rosalia, as her animal went down on its knees with 
a jerk that popped her on the ground, " I'm sure 
my poor donkey is too weak to carry me. I think 
I had better walk." 

" Mine goes beautifully now ! " said Lina, tri- 
umphantly; but hardly had she said the words 
before some strap broke, and her saddle slipped 
right back to the creature's tail 
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" Oh ! oh ! oh ! I'll walk too/' cried she, hurriedly 
scrambling down. 

"How easily frightened you girls are!" said 
Ciccio, I'm all right," 

A minute later his donkey's four legs were 
slipping in four different directions, and there was 
master Cicdo with his legs in the air and his arms 
tightly clasped round the poor brute's neck. 

So, for a while the three children toiled up on 
foot along the steep winding road, now stopping to 
take breathy now to look down on the fair city with 
its belt of gardens, and cactus fields, and the €ver- 
widening view of sea and shore; and then they 
thought they would mount again, and the guides 
had to swear a great deal to make the donkeys (who 
were enjoying their freedom) stand close enough 
to the low wall for the little girls to get on their 
backs. 

At last, after a great deal more slipping and 
stumbling, they came up with the others, and 
reached the place where all were to dismount 

" How nicely you ride, mamma !" exclaimed Lina, 
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by this time very hot and breathless ; " your donkey 
hardly slips at all." 

"You see, I know how to keep him up/' answered 
Mrs. Gerard, smiling ; " but donkey-riding is not to 
be learnt in one day, Lina.'* 

"And now for Santa Rosalia !" cried the child, 
capering about to get rid of the stiffness in her legs, 
while they stood before the gloomy-looking convent 
adjoining the cave waiting for the sacristan, who had 
the key of the sanctuary. 

After crossing an open court overhung by frowning 
rocks from which water was dripping on all sides, 
they saw before them a deep, dim cave with a 
glittering altar and a few twinkling candles. 

" Oh, what a lovely face !'* cried Lina, who, as 
usual, had rushed in first, and with glistening eyes 
and parted lips stood spell-bound before the iron rail- 
ing enclosing the marble statue of the virgin saint 

Certainly this beautiful statue well merited our 
Lina's admiration. 

The girUsh figure is stretched full-length ; her 
beautiful head, crowned with a wreath of golden 
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roses, is resting on one of her hands ; her delicate 
features wear an expression of deep repose. She 
is clothed in a robe of beaten gold chased with 
flowers. A golden crucifix hangs from her wrist, 
and a marble cherub is bending over her offering a 
golden lily. 

" You will be pleased to hear, Lina," said Mrs. 
Gerard, who was turning over the pages of her 
guide-book, " that this lovely statue is the work of a 
Florentine sculptor, named Gregorio Tedeschi, who 
lived in the seventeenth century." 

" Those Florentines of yours seem to have had a 
finger in everything," said Ciccio, with a mischievous 
twinkle in the direction of his cousin. " They were 
such a quarrelsome set, they never could live 
quietly in Florence. I am reading about them at 
school now, and I see that half of them were always 
kicking out the other half." 

" All the better for you Sicilians," retorted Lina. 
" See how many beautiful things you have to thank 
them for. Tell me, uncle," she went on, scrambling 
up to peep into the tiny cavern above the altar, 
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'' did poor Santa Rosalia really live in that dark 
little holer 

" She IS supposed to have done so," replied Signor 
Altovito, '* as her remains were found there, but I 
can't tell you her story in this damp place^ Your 
mamma is shivering already and Ciccio is in mischief 
as usual" 

It was difficult to find a place where that active 
young gentleman did not get into mischief. In this 
dripping cave a quantity of tin spouts and troughs 
are fitted to the rocky ceiling, to catch the per- 
petually-dropping water ; and Ciccio, after several 
vain attempts to clamber up the side of the cave 
farthest away from the sacristan's suspicious eye, 
had managed to catch hold of one of the projecting 
spouts, swing by it to another, and there he was 
hanging by his hands swinging vigorously back- 
wards and forwards and enjoying at the same time 
a miniature shower bath. 

So, after Ciccio had been well scolded and all had 
tasted the ice-cold water of Santa Rosalia's well, they 
went out into the warm sunshine. The contents 

M 
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of the luncheon-basket were carried to the most 
sheltered nook that was to be found on the stony 
hill-side, and when even Ciccio's appetite was satis- 
fied and the donkey boys made happy by the gift 
of a bottle of wine and the remains of the feast, 
Uncle Pasquale called the children round him and 
announced that he would fulfil his promise of telling 
them the story of Santa Rosalia. 

" Remember," he began, with a smiling glance at 
the three attentive faces, " I won't vouch ' for the 
truth of the legend, but these are the supposed 
particulars of the saint's life. 

** She was bom at Palermo in the year 1 130, of 
parents nearly allied to the royal family of Sicily, 
and boasting a descent from the great Emperor 
Charlemagne. She is supposed to have been a 
niece of King Roger, and to have been brought 
up in the royal palace. 

'* Yet, though reared in the most luxurious way, 
at the early age of twelve, determined to dedicate 
herself to a religious life, and leaving the splendours 
of the court and the shelter of her father's roof, fled 
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to the mountain of Quisquina, about forty miles 
from here ; and there, in a damp and gloomy cave, 
she passed some years in solitary prayer and 
penance." 

"What a fool she must have been!" burst in 
Ciccio, unceremoniously. " Fancy, if our Rosalia 
took it into her head to run away next year 1" 

" I suppose she thought she was right," answered 
Rosalia, who did not like her patron saint and name- 
sake to be found fault with, " and perhaps her papa 
and mamma did not love or need her as much as 
mine do me. But please go on, papa dear !" 

"The story goes," he continued, "that after a 
while an angel removed her to the cavern you have 
just seen, and that she lived there till her death, 
in 1 166." 

" Why, she was quite old, then !" exclaimed Lina, 
making a rapid calculation on her fingers. "I 
thought by that statue that she must have been 
about fifteen when she died." 

" Happy child ! I wish I could think thirty-six 
a great age," said Uncle Pasquale, affecting tog^oan 
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heavily ; "but now let me go on with the narrative. 
She was made a saint immediately after her death, 
but was not chosen as chief protectress of the city 
until four or five hundred years afterwards. 

"Then, while a fearful pestilence was ravagfing 
the land, and when the virgin martyrs, Santa Ninfa 
and Santa Cristina, had in vain been prayed to 
stop it, Santa Rosalia appeared in a vision to a 
woman sick of the plague, cured her in an instant, 
and commanded her to visit this cave on Monte 
Pelleg^o. She did so, fell asleep, and the saint 
again appeared, and pointed out to her the spot 
where the remains were to be found. After some 
trouble these were discovered inclosed within a 
hollow rock, were reverently collected, and con- 
signed to the archbishop. At once the violence of 
the plague abated, but people beginning to doubt 
whether the bones were really those of the saint, 
the disease soon broke out again with redoubled 
fury. One day, in February, 1625, a citizen of 
Palermo was wandering about this mountain in 
great affliction at the recent loss of his wife. Sud- 
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*denly a beautiful maiden appeared before him, 
saying : * Fear not : come with me, and I will show 
thee my grotto,' and with these words she led him 
to the place where Santa Rosalia's bones had been 
found. The man tremblingly inquired his guide's 
name. *I am Rosalia,' she replied. 'Then, why,' 
cried he, kneeling at her feet, * do you allow your 
native city to be ravaged by the plague V * Heaven 
hath so willed it,* replied the saint ; * but the scourge 
will be stayed when they end their vain disputes 
about my bones and carry them in solemn pro- 
cession throughout the entire city.* She then bade 
the man make his peace with God and narrate to 
his confessor all that he had witnessed ; and, telling 
him that he would die of the plague within four 
days, she disappeared from his sight. The poor 
man was taken ill as soon as he reached home, sent 
for his confessor, made all known to him in the 
presence of two witnesses, and expired at the time 
foretold by the saint All doubts were now at an 
end. In obedience to her command, the relics were 
carried in procession to the cathedral and then 
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through the city, attended by the archbishop, all 
the clergy, and all the chief personages of Palermo, 
and the plague ceased from that day. It is in 
commemoration of that deliverance that the five 
days' festival Rosalia was chatting about to you, 
Lina, is held every year, from the nth to the i6th 
of July. And, in conclusion, you must all give 
me a hearty kiss as a reward for repeating all this 
long story." 

The children were delighted with the legend, 
though Lina was the only one who heard it for the 
first time, and hastened to show their gratitude by 
showering on the narrator such energetic kisses and 
hugs, that he soon had to shake off three pairs of 
arms to recover his breath. Rosalia wanted Mrs. 
Gerard to immediately promise that she would stay 
in Sicily till July expressly to see the grand doings 
at Santa Rosalia's festival. 

"You can't imagine, auntie," she cried enthu- 
siastically, " how grand is the procession ! All the 
streets are crowded ; all the balconies draped with 
gay hangings, and filled with people who scatter 
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flowers. The clergy wear their most splendid 
robes, and there is music ever)nvhere. The statue 
is carried by a number of fishermen — it is their 
especial privilege — and they bear it along at the 
same swinging trot with which you see them 
running for miles, to bring their fish to market 
from the villages along the coast." 

As it is very, very heavy, they have to stop and 
rest every few minutes, and when they are quite 
tired out, a fresh relay takes up the holy burden. 
Oh! you cannot think how beautiful it all is! 
Every evening there are splendid fireworks on the 
Marina, and bands playing, and people dancing, and 
carriages driving up and down, till long after 
midnight. 

" Couldn't we stop till then, mamma .?" pleaded 
Lina, looking up coaxingly in her mother's face. 
" Rosalia's birthday is then, you know ; it would 
be so nice to be here !" 

Mrs. Gerard shook her head. 

" I don't think a Sicilian summer would do for 
you, my birdie ; and you know it is arranged we are 
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to go to England in the spring, to see our dear 
Emily." 

"Yes, mamma, and I want to go there very 
much, but still I would rather stop here. No ! I 
mean I would like to do both. What a pity one 
can't be in two places at once !" And she looked 
so perplexed, that they all laughed at her. 

"Cheer up, little Lina, who knows! something 
may, perhaps, happen to make mamma change her 
mind.'' 

So saying, Signor Altovito exchanged so mean- 
ing a look with his daughter, that Lina exclaimed : 

" Now, uncle, I know you have some delightful 
plan in your head about us ! Please tell me what it 
is. Do you think you will stay, mamma ?" 

" Certainly not," said Mrs. Gerard, again shaking 
her head, and looking very surprised ; and for a few 
moments, silence fell on the little gfroup on the hill- 
side. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

A LITTLE FRIGHT AND A GREAT ALARM. 

Soon they started on foot along a narrow track 
among the jagged limestone rocks towards the 
ruined oratory at the edge of the cliff, to see the 
great headless statue of the saint that serves as a 
landmark for mariners. 

The little girls found quantities of scented lilac 
crocuses among the scanty herbage growing be- 
tween the rocks, while Ciccio, who did not care 
much for flowers, made many vain attempts to 
catch one of the long-legged sheep that were 
browsing on the mountain. They looked so tame, 
and allowed him to come so near, that he was 
inflamed with an ardent ambition to ride one, but, 
of course, they always got out of his reach at the 
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critical moment Disgusted by these failures, he 
darted on ahead, and when, a few minutes later, 
the rest of the party strolled into the ruined chapel, 
there, to their horror, was master Ciccio standing 
on his head and clicking his heels together, on top 
of the crumbling wall, at the extreme edge of the 
precipice. 

The girls screamed, Mrs. Gerard turned pale, 
while Signor Altovito, briefly bidding the children 
be quiet, bit his lips and darted forward to rescue 
the child from his perilous position. 

A few rapid strides, brought him to the spot, and 
in an instant the fool-hardy child was safe in his 
firm grasp. 

** You bad boy ! Do you know you would have 
been killed had you fallen off that wall ?" he said 
sternly, as he set Ciccio down on his feet within 
the inclosure. 

The child looked dazed and startled. " It's all 
right, papa. I was quite safe," he said, looking his 
father full in the face. "It was better fun even 
than being on top of a water tower. But how you 
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did frighten me ! I thought I was over when you 
caught hold of me like that." 

But his father still looked stern. " You deserved 
to be frightened, for you alarmed us all terribly. I 
have a great mind to say you shall never go 
another excursion with us." 

At this terrible threat, Master Ciccio turned 
away whimpering, and the little girls began to pity 
and pet him, for, tiresome as they found him some- 
times, they never liked him to get a real scolding. 

"You mustn't be too angry with him," said Mrs. 
Gerard aside to her brother-in-law. *' Boys will be 
boys, and an agile little monkey like that never 
comes to harm. You'll have to make a sailor of 
him." 

" He's always in mischief," replied Signor Alto- 
vito, still angrily, "and you know he is poor 
Caroline's darling. If anything happened to him it 
would kill her. Mind you say nothing at home of 
the fright he has given us." 

The children had already forgotten all about it 
and were busily poking about among the ruins, and 
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regretting that they could not carry away at least 
one of the rose-crowned heads that lay on the 
ground at the foot of the broken statue. 

" And were they both really blown off ?" inquired 
Lina. " It must indeed be dreadful to be up here in 
windy weather." 

"The first head was shattered by lightning/' 
answered Rosalia; "but I believe the other was 
really blown off in a great storm." 

" Who wants to look at Mount Etna through my 
glass ?" cried Uncle Pasquale, who had taken Mrs. 
Gerard to the best point for admiring the view, and 
at his call the children quickly scrambled out from 
among the ruins. And what a view it was on that 
glowing afternoon ! 

They were so high up above the bay, that the 
biggest ships were mere white dots on its surface. 
Miles and miles of the grand rocky coast lay 
mapped out beneath them in a series of bold 
curves and abrupt indentations. They looked over 
the craggy headland of Capo Zafferana and the 
long promontory of Bagaria, so thickly dotted with 
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white villas, into the beautiful bay of Termini, right 
away to the city of CefaW. Lofty distant moun- 
tains mingled with the clouds, and far, far away, 
they could just distinguish, among white clouds, the 
whiter whiteness of Mount Etna. Ciccio took the 
longest time to find it out, but at last even he 
discovered that he was not to close the eye he 
applied to the telescope. There, out at sea, rose up 
distinctly the islands of Alicudi and Felicudi, and, 
less distinctly, those Lipari Isles Lina had been so 
anxious to see. 

Turning to the left, when tired of straining her 
eyes to look at distant Etna, Lina gave a shriek of 
joy as she saw her beloved Mondello almost at her 
feet. Beyond it lay the bay of Sferra-cavallo, 
with its craggy peaks, the tiny Isola delle Femmine, 
and the long low island of Ustica floating on the 
horizon. 

But now the rough cries of the donkey-boys 
were to be heard behind them ; and the children, 
reluctantly turning their eyes away from this 
magnificent panorama, saw the animals coming 
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along at quick trot in the path leading to the 
chapel. 

Rosalia was indignant : " What nasty, deceitful 
little creatures!" she exclaimed. **See how fast 
they can go with those heavy boys on their backs, 
and when we were on them, they all pretended to 
be too tired to move. I shall know better than to 
get down and walk now." And soon the little 
cavalcade was in motion, but of course the children 
utterly failed in their attempts to make their 
obstinate steeds go fast ; and, indeed, when they had 
re-passed the grotto, and the descent began in 
earnest, the donkeys slid about too much on the 
slippery stones for any one even to talk of going 
quickly. They consoled themselves, however, by a 
wild race across the level ground at the foot of the 
mountain, while waiting for the two elders, who, 
having preferred to walk down, were still far in the 
rear. 

" I need not ask my little ones if they have had 
a happy day," said Aunt Caroline, rising from her 
sofa to welcome three merry, dishevelled little 
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beings who came rushing like a whirlwind into her 
quiet drawing-room, all talking at once, each 
anxious to be the first to relate the many pleasures 
of the day. 

"And what have you done with yourself all 
these hours ?" asked Mrs. Gerard, tenderly kissing 
her sister and sitting down by her side. 

"Oh! the day has passed quickly," answered 
Aunt Caroline, cheerfully, for I have had letters 
and papers from England to amuse me. There 
are two for you," she went on, taking from the little 
table by her side a couple of large blue letters 
directed in a bold, firm hand, "and one for you, 
Pasquale," she said, giving a similar one to her 
husband. " It looks so business-like that I did not 
open it, but I am quite curious to know its contents*; 
you so seldom get letters from England. " Give it 
to me," said her husband, briefly, and, strange to 
say, he never offered to read it to her, but retreated 
with it to a window on the other side of the room. 
Rosalia jumped up from her seat at her mother's 
feet and ran off to the same window. 
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** Don't tease your father now, Rosalia," said her 
mother, rather sharply, for she was feeling a little 
anxious about this mysterious English letter. 
Rosalia reddened, opened her lips as though about 
to speak, checked herself^ and quietly returned to 
her former place. 

All this took place in much less time than it 
takes to relate, and at that instant there came a 
moaning cry from Mrs. Gerard, who had read the 
first few lines of one of her letters. 

" Emily ! my poor Emily !" she groaned, crushing 
both letters in her hand and letting them fall to the 
ground. 

Then in a shaking voice, " I must go to her at 
once. Is there a steamer to-night, Pasquale ? The 
direct Marseilles one, I mean." 

" But what is it ? Tell us what has happened ?" 
cried her sister, trembling all over, while Signor 
Altovito pressed the poor mother's hand and 
prayed her to be calm. 

She is ill, very ill, perhaps dying ;" and here poor 
Mrs. Gerard fairly broke down, and seizing little 
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terrified Lina in her arms, began to cry and wail as 
though her heart would break. 

Her sister and the children began to cry too, but 
Signor Altovito remained unaccountably composed. 
He picked up the crumpled letter, and smoothing it 
out, said : 

" You have not read all the letter ; I know you 
are alarming yourself most unnecessarily ; let me 
read it to you." 

It was from Mr. Gerard, and told in his stiff way 
how Emily had caught a severe cold which had 
ended in inflammation of the lungs. That was all 
Mrs. Gerard had read, but it went on: "I deemed 
it best not to write until all danger was past, and 
I am happy to now inform you that she is doing 
as well as possible. Her medical man (one of the 
most eminent in London) assures me that she is 
rapidly progressing towards convalescence, and 
that a sojourn in a warm climate will complete 
her recovery. It is under debate whether Nice 
or Mentone will be most beneficial. I will advise 
you as soon as that point be decided, and will duly 

N 
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forward you a cheque to cover all expenses should 
your maternal anxiety prompt you to satisfy 
yourself in person of the state of your daughter's 
health." 

"She must be worse than he acknowledges/' 
groaned Mrs, Gerard, *'or he never would have 
suggested that I should go to her. Oh ! why did 
I let my darling go away from me !*' 

Meanwhile Rosalia had noticed the other letter 
lying unheeded on the floor, and picking it up, she 
said, in her gentle, caressing voice : " Why, auntie, 
here is another letter in the same hand." 

Mrs. Gerard snatched it from her, but hesitated 
before opening it, thinking, " What if it contained 
worse news than the first !"' 

It was dated two days later than the other, and, 
like it, gave in prim, set words the glad news of 
Emily's continued improvement, but added that 
circumstances having occurred to change his (Mr. 
Gerard's) plans, Mrs. Gerard was on no account to 
leave Palermo before hearing from him again, 
either by telegram or letter. That was all ; but as 
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' bewildered Mrs. Gerard turned the page, hoping to 
find a postscript, her eyes were cheered by the sight 
of a few lines in her Emily's hand ; although the 
fluttering ill-formed, characters well proved the 
writer's weakness. 

" Darling mamma," she read, " don't be anxious 
about me. I am quite well now, and growing quite 
fat Uncle George is a kind old pet, and I love 
him dearly. By the time we meet you won't 
believe I have been ill at all. A thousand kisses 
to you and dear little Lina from 

" Your loving child, 

"Emily." 
You may be sure Lina's tears quickly dried as 
she read these words over her mother's shoulder ; 
and then, the great alarm and anxiety being over, 
everybody began to talk at once, and speculate as 
to where Emily would be taken. Aunt Caroline 
was indignant. " It's just like' your brother-in-law's 
selfishness," she said. " Now we shall have you in a 
fever of anxiety from morning till night, waiting for 
the next news." 
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"You are wrong, my dear," said her husband, 
briskly. " Take my word for it, Mr. Gerard is only 
silent about his destination in order to spare Maria 
all unnecessary worry. Who knows," he continued, 
hesitatingly, " that he may not come farther south 
— to Naples for instance T 

Mrs. Gerard, who was resting on the sofa now, 
very white and worn out from all the emotion she 
had gone through, sprang up eagerly at these 
words. 

" What reason have you for saying that, Pasquale? 
Do you think it possible ? If it only might be ! 
But no ! Mr. Gerard would never think of making 
so long a journey, I am quite sure." 

" Try not to worry yourself any more to night," 
said Uncle Pasquale, kindly. " For my part, I will 
trust Mr. Gerard to do what is best. Fancy, if he 
had written while Emily was seriously ill ! What 
tortures you would have suffered ? I think he has 
behaved beautifully." 

" No !" cried Mrs. Gerard, her tears beginning to 
flow again. « He ought to have sent for me at once. 
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No mother should be away from her child at such 
a time. It would have been worth any anxiety to 
have nursed her through it myself." 

Just then Aunt Caroline felt her dress gently 
pulled, and there behind the sofa crouched little 
Ciccio, who had been quite forgotten during this 
scene. His eyes were red, for he too had been 
crying at the bad news, and he was looking very 
woe-begone. 

" Mamma," he whispered, " I know it is naughty, 
but I can't help it. I am, oh, so awfully hungry, 
and supper was ready when we came in." 

" Poor Ciccio !" replied his mother, patting his 
rough head. " You are quite right ; we shall all be 
the better for some supper ; and if you are a good 
boy, you shall help Rosalia to take some to your 
aunt, whom I am going to send to bed imme- 
diately." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

WAITING. 

" Let me in ! let me in, mamma !" cried Lina, early 
the next morning, knocking impatiently at her 
mother's door. " I can't turn the handle ; my hands 
are full." 

Quickly the door opened, and there stood Mrs. 
Gerard half dressed, and very pale and weary after 
a sleepless night of anxious thought. "What, no 
telegram !" she said, in a disappointed tone. " What 
are you doing, my child, with all those toys ?" 

" Fm bringing a few of my things to be packed 
up, mamma, so as to be ready to start as soon as 
ever Uncle George sends us word where to go," 
answered Lina, in a strangled voice, for her chin was 
pressed down on the tottering pile of treasures con- 
tained in her pinafore. 
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" But, my darling," said Mrs. Gerard, very gently 
and sadly, " if I have to rush away to Nice, I am 
afraid I could not take you with me on so hurried 
a journey in the middle of winter, your uncle 
might not like me to bring you with me " (or, she 
thought to herself, might want to take you also 
from me). " You would be safe and happy here, my 
pet, and you know I should return as soon as Emily 
was quite strong again." 

"Oh, mamma, mamma!" cried Lina, in the 
greatest consternation, her eyes filling with tears, 
and letting all her toys, including the cherished 
doll, fall to the ground, as she threw her arms round 
her mother's neck. '* You never, never could leave 
me behind ; what should I do without you ?" 

" It is hard, darling, very hard for me too," said 
her mother, crying herself, as she kissed away 
Lina's tears ; "but indeed it will be best." 

Lina was still nestling in her mother's lap, sob- 
bing out her sorrow, when Rosalia came into the 
room carrying a cup of coffee, and with a message 
from her mother. 
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"Why, what is the matter, Lina? Have you 
broken your doll ?" she asked, in a tone of con- 
cern, proceeding to collect the childish treasures 
scattered about the floon 

" I don't care for my doll ; I don't care for any- 
thing," burst out poor Lina, in a passion of sobs. 
" I only want to go with my mamma, and she says 
she can't take me. Isn't it dreadful ? Do try and 
persuade her to take me." 

But Rosalia did not seem to enter into her 
cousin's grief as readily as she usually did. 

" Leave off crying, dear," she said ; " and don't 
tease poor tired auntie any more. It is time to 
come to breakfast, and afterwards we'll have a 
famous game on the terrace." 

** You don't seem to care a bit whether I go or 
stay," said Lina, dolefully, as her cousin drew her out 
of the room. " I don't believe you love me after all." 

" How can you say so, Lina ?" answered Rosalia, 
firing up indignantly. " It is very unkind. Why, 
if you only knew — I wonder if papa would let me 
tell you " 
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** Tell me what ?" broke in Lina, eagerly. 

" Oh, nothing in particular," said Rosalia, checking 
herself; "but take my advice, Lina, and don't fret 
about being left behind, for you'll see aunt won't 
go away at all — at least, I don't think she will ; and 
who knows but that something may happen to 
make her change her mind ?" 

'* What something, Rosalia ? Now you must tell 
me ; I am wild to know." 

" But you mustn't know," answered Rosalia, in- 
cautiously ; " for it is quite a secret" 

"What, what!" and Lina's eyes flashed with 
eagerness. " Has it anything to do with the secret ?" 

" What secret ? I don't know what you mean ?" 
said Rosalia, feigning great astonishment 

"You do, you do, and you are only teasing me. 
You sitall tell me," cried Lina, stamping her foot 
and looking extremely fierce. 

" Surely, you are not quarrelling ? Lina, Rosalia ! 
I am astonished at you !" exclaimed Uncle Pas- 
quale, putting his head out of his study door on 
hearing this unusual sound of wrangling. 
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Lina hung her head, much abashed, and tears 
began to steal down her flushed cheeks. It was the 
very first time Uncle Pasquale had ever looked 
sternly at her. Rosalia went to him, and, standing 
on tiptoe, whispered something in his ear. 

" Run and see if breakfast is ready," he said 
aloud, patting his little daughter's head, but at the 
same time shaking his forefinger in sign of warning ; 
" and you, my little Lina, come in here a minute ; I 
have something to say to you." 

Lina's heart went pit-a-pat as she entered the 
room. What could her uncle have to say to her ? 
Was he going to tell her the secret after all ? 

Sitting down in his big arm chair, Signor 
Altovito drew her on to his knee, and Lina glanced 
round the room and up in his face as eagerly as 
though she expected to see the secret written 
there. 

*' Listen, my little one," he said, in his kind voice, 
but still gravely : " your mother is in sad anxiety 
just now, as you know, so you must be a brave, 
good girl, and not torment her by begging to go 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



WAITmG. 187 



with her. Nothing can be decided till we have 
fresh news from your Uncle Gerard, but I have 
good reason to believe that you won't have to say 
good bye-to dear mamma. Now, give me a kiss. 
Promise not to worry mamma by one single 
question, and Til take you to see one of the 
prettiest gardens in Palermo this very afternoon." 

This, and the mysterious sense of being somehow 
in Uncle Pasquale's confidence, although he had 
unaccountably omitted to reveal the secret, was 
more than sufficient to revive Lina's buoyant spirits, 
and she ran into breakfast by her uncle's side in 
the best of tempers with herself and everybody 
else. My little heroine was uncommonly like an 
indiarubber ball at this period of her existence. 
If anything flattened her down, up she bounded 
higher than ever the next minute ; for, as she once 
remarked in confidence to Rosalia, she didn't 
understand how any one could be miserable long. 
That was very uncomfortable, and it was so much 
easier to be happy. 

As there was to be no mail from England that 
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day, Uncle Pasquale fulfilled his promise to Lina, 
and took them all to the beautiful Serradifalco 
garden, in the outskirts of the town. Poor Mrs. 
Gerard wanted to stay at home lest a telegram 
should come in her absence, but Uncle Pasquale 
and Aunt Caroline both insisted on her coming, 
telling her it would be but a bad preparation for 
her journey to make herself ill by perpetual 
watching and waiting for a message that might not 
arrive for several days. 

And now that I want to describe the beauties of 
this Serradifalco garden that Lina went to se^ I 
hardly know how to set about it. I have said no- 
thing about the Botanic Garden of Palermo, because, 
although very interesting and full of rare plants and 
trees, it has a certain family resemblance to botanic 
gardens in other parts of the world, but this garden 
has a charm of its own, that is very difficult to put 
into words. However, the best way to try will be to 
tell you about all the things that best pleased Lina. 
No doubt any flower-loving little girl who may 
happen to read these pages will have often admired 
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in conservatories, or on mamma's dinner-table, 
plants of the South American Poinsettia, with its 
stars of crimson leaves with a tiny greenish blos- 
som in the centre, and will have seen, that each of 
these plants, has two or three, or at the most, 
perhaps six or seven, of these stars. She will 
imagine then how wide Lina opened her eyes, and 
how she capered with delight at seeing several tall 
trees of this beautiful Poinsettia reaching above the 
windows of the lofty first floor of the Serradifalco 
palace, and it would have taken her a very long 
time to count the deep red stars with which they 
were laden. Many other new and wonderful 
flowering trees were there also dotted about on the 
tall rank grass, which here, as in all hot climates, 
replaces the velvety turf for which cool England is 
famous ; and the two little girls ran merrily about 
picking up handfuls of fallen blossoms. A good- 
natured, wizen-faced old gardener, seeing their love 
for flowers, said they ought to have some better 
worth keeping, and quickly gathered for both great 
bunches of fragrant roses of every shade, from 
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deepest red to creamy white. There were great 
hedges of geraniums, and masses of wintry blue 
plumbago, but these had lost the charm of novelty 
for our Lina, and she barely gjanced at them. 
Among all these brilliant flowers, it was hard to 
realize that it was December. There were giant 
salvias gleaming redly against a background of 
luxuriant heliotropes, tall daturas with their great 
white trumpets, bananas with large rose-coloured 
flowers and stems covered with fruit, and clusters 
of dates hanging from graceful palm trees. These 
tropical fruits never ripen at Palermo, only here 
and there on the southern side of the island. Then 
there was a group of tall bamboos gently swaying 
in the soft south wind. Lina, who, until she came 
to Sicily, had only seen bamboos in the shape of 
walking-canes, was in ecstasies at their pretty 
foliage. " I never thought they had leaves at all, 
mamma," she exclaimed, flourishing a branch the 
gardener had just given to her. But something 
more attractive than even these natural treasures 
still remained to be seen, and the children darted 
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off to explore the maze. Is there anywhere a child 
that does not delight in a maze with its spice of 
fun and mystery — the delicious probability of 
losing oneself amid its windings, and the triumph 
of finally discovering the right turn ? This Sicilian 
one, too, was not formed by prim, quick set hedges 
like that of Hampton Court, or the baby one in the 
Kensington Horticultural Garden, but was a real 
wilderness, in which the little girls would soon have 
lost themselves in earnest had they not kept close 
to the heels of their friend the gardener, 

"And now for the monk !" cried Rosalia, when, 
at the extremity of the leafy labyrinth, they found 
themselves before a tiny rustic hut, and lo and 
behold, as they approached the threshold, the door 
flew open, apparently of its own accord, and re- 
vealed a white-robed monk, who nodded his head 
and raised his hand in the act of benediction. 
Lina started back for an instant, frightened out of 
her wits. 

" What does that strange-looking man mean ?*' 
she said. " Is he mad ?" 
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"You goose!" said Rosalia, laughing, "it is only 
a wooden figure. We tread on the spring that 
opens the door and sets him moving." 

Lina reddened, quite ashamed of having been so 
easily deceived, but the old gardener consoled her 
by saying that many a grown-up person had been 
taken in by that figure ; and then he cut them long 
trails of an exquisite creeper that was growing all 
about the maze, a thornless smilax, with delicate, 
pointed, satiny leaves of the tenderest green. These 
they soon twined round their hats, and the gardener 
told them how often the fine ladies of Palmero 
came to beg some of this lovely climbing plant, 
which grows nowhere else in the neighbourhood, for 
the decoration of their ball dresses. 

" Oh dear !" sighed Lina presently, when, loaded 
with flowers, the two cousins were making their 
way through the winding alleys to the spot where 
they had left the elders of the party. " Oh dear ! 
it is so nasty to think that perhaps in a day or 
two I shall have to go away from this beautiful 
Palermo, and from you all, though I do want to 
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see poor Emily. I wonder whether we shall ever 
come back again ! Do you think you will miss me 
much when you are playing with the rabbits up on 
the terrace T And Lina wiped her eyes and gave 
a pathetic little sniff. 

" Of course I should, carina^ answered placid 
Rosalia, smiling down on her cousin's perturbed 
face ; " but perhaps you won't go away after all, so 
don't worry yourself thinking about it." 

" Rosalia !" and Lina stopped still, looked very 
furious, and stamped her foot on the gravel path. 
" I cant make you out at all. You don't seem half 
as sorry as I am at the idea of my going away. 
Ciccio cried about it last night, and you, who I 
thought loved me best, only smile and laugh about 
it. I don't believe you do care for me." So saying, 
Lina marched on quickly, too angry to want to cry, 
and yet finding it hard work to keep back the hot 
tears that would come into her eyes. 

Rosalia ran after her, looking very sorry and per- 
plexed. " I wish — I wish !" she said hesitatingly, 
then went on very fast: "Please don't talk in 

O 
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that unkind way, Lina! You ought to know 
how I love you. If I don't cry, it is only because 
I hope for the best, like papa always does, and 
can't believe yet that there is any fear of your going 
away." 

Then Lina, who was easily consoled, began to 
recover her spirits, and soon it was time to leave 
this pleasant garden, with its groves, fountains, 
statues, and fantastic summer-houses; for Mrs. 
Gerard was in a fidget to go home to see if any 
telegram had arrived, and was secretly vexed with 
her brother-in-law for remaining so cheerful when 
she and her sister were so uneasy. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

AFTER THE STORM. 

This uneasiness increased terribly as, hour by hour^ 
three weary days dragged away, and still neither 
telegram nor letter came to tell the poor mother 
where to meet her child. 

The weather, too, had now broken up. Inky 
masses of cloud obscured all the mountains, and no 
sooner did the tips of Monte Pellegrino, or Capo di 
Gallo, or Monte Acuto try to struggle through the 
mists, than fresh storm-clouds, blacker and inkier 
than their predecessors, came flocking down the 
blurred Oreto Valley from behind Monreale, and all 
was hidden as before. Torrents of rain poured 
steadily down and fierce gusts of wind were doing 
havoc among the orange and olive trees, howling 
through the streets, bursting open the ill-fastened 
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windows, and scattering in all directions the spray of 
that pretty fountain in the Piazza opposite Uncle 
Pasquale's house. 

On the afternoon of the third of these boisterous 
days, the storm began to abate, its greatest violence 
seemed spent, the rain ceased, and faint gleams of 
sunshine and tiny scraps of blue sky were now and 
then to be seen between the drifting woolpacks. 

Monte Pellegrino still wore his sable storm-robe 
with dark violet fringes, but there were such 
decided symptoms of improvement in the general 
aspect of things, that the little girls, weary of their 
long confinement to the house, clamoured to be 
allowed to go out and enjoy the fun of seeing the 
waves dash up along the Marina, instead of merely 
looking at them from the upper windows. They 
were both in what was their favourite play-room 
when it was impossible to go on the terrace — the 
pretty crimson antechamber with the four marble 
pillars, and I am afraid to say how often Lina had 
scrambled up those pillars during the past three 
days, or how many strings had cracked and buttons 
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flown off in consequence. But to-day she had 
exhausted all sources of amusement, and Uncle 
Pasquale, buried in an arm-chair near the window, 
had given many an amused glance from behind 
his newspaper at the impatient little figure so 
incessantly moving about the room. 

"Yes! I know you are laughing at me, Uncle 
Pasquale !" she said, catching his eye in one of her 
sudden turns and giving a great sigh from the bottom 
of her heart ; '* but there is just nothing to do indoors, 
and it is so stupid, waiting for news that don't 
come. I have helped mamma as much as I could, 
and I have packed away all my toys and things, in 
case mamma should be able to take me after all I'm 
sick and tired of reading and looking out of window. 
Alfonsa won't have us any more in the kitchen, and 
we are blown off our feet upon the terrace. 

"Couldn't you take us out for a walk, please, 
uncle dear ?" she went on, with a sudden transition 
from a grumbling to a coaxing voice. 

" Yes ! do, papa," echoed Rosalia. " I know you 
have nothing to do, and you must have finished 
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that paper. There would be time for a walk, 

wouldn't there, before " and here she lowered her 

voice and whispered something in her father's ear. 

•*Yes, yes," he answered aloud, seeing Lina's 
bright, mouse eyes fixed inquisitively upon him 
directly Rosalia began to whisper. 

" We'll go, then, children ; but mind you put on 
your oldest things, for no umbrella could be held 
up in this wind." 

How Lina enjoyed the struggle across the Piazza 
in that fierce wind ! How nice it was to have her 
hair blown about and to have to hold her uncle's 
arm so very tightly in order not to be carried off 
her feet ! Once through the Felice gate and out on 
the Marina, it was better fun still, for every step was 
a battle ; and it was a comical sight to see the two 
girls, one on either side of Signor Altovito's sturdy 
figure, clinging to him for support, their petticoats 
flapping about his legs, labouring along with bent 
heads to meet the buffets of the spray-laden wind. 

Heaps of seaweed and pebbles at the edge of 
the broad footway showed how far the sea had 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



AFTER THE STORM, I99 

overleapt the boundary wall, and it was still dashing 
furiously against the parapet, sending columns of 
foaming water high into the air. How beautiful 
the bay looked! what a variety of tints on its 
raging surface ! To the right. Capo Zafferana and 
rugged Catalfano were only dimly visible through 
a mist of rain, but out of the gloom now came a 
scrap of rainbow, faint at first, but gradually 
brightening into brilliancy ; and while the children 
were watching the increase of its arc as the sky 
cleared round about it, another bow appeared 
parallel with the first and a pale reflection of its 
vivid tints. On the left, the grand mass of Monte 
Pellegrino stood out majestically against the stormy 
sky, coloured black, and violet, and velvety olive- 
green ; and between these two headlands was the 
bay, no more a tranquilly-glittering blue expanse, 
but a tossing waste of greyish water tinged near 
shore by all the hues of the double rainbow. The 
children shouted with glee as fountains of foaming 
spray, now flecked with pink, now with red, shot up 
into the air and came splashing past them and over 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



IN THE GOLDEN SHELL. 



the wide pavement into the road. How often did they 
take fright and start away as the breakers thudded 
against the parapet ; and how often, emboldened by 
impunity, would they disregard the warning thud 
and receive a drenching shower right in their faces ! 

What child will not sympathise in their merri- 
ment when Uncle Pasquale, while still making 
fun of their dripping locks, was caught in his turn ? 
Then, all being wet alike, they went on, beyond the 
Marina, to where no wall kept back the dash of the 
waves along the paved way, slippery with sea-weed ; 
and here, I can tell you, they had to keep a sharp 
look-out, for every minute or two a g^eat wave 
would come sweeping over their path. 

Groups of bare-legged fishermen who, having 
nothing more to do now that their boats were hauled 
up high and dry out of reach of the sea, were loung- 
ing about talking and gesticulating, gave not a few 
astonished looks at the pranks of the two little girls. 

"They are calling us mad foreigners, papa," said 
Rosalia, turning to her father with an air of offended 
dignity. 
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" What matters it, little one ?" answered he good- 
humouredly, " they are not far wrong. No Sicilian- 
bom mother would let her little girls go out on a 
day like this, much less scamper about in so wild a 
fashion, and indeed it is quite time for you to go 
home now." 

Rosalia looked very disappointed. "Are you 
not going to take us down to the port ?" she asked 
in an injured tone. 

Her father shrugged his shoulders. 

" Not at all likely in weather like this," he said 
to her rapidly in a low voice. "To-morrow, 
perhaps, if the wind falls." 

" There is a steamer going out now, papa," said she. 

" Out ! yes, that is easy enough with this wind ; 
but to come in — H — m." 

** Look, look, uncle, how fast it goes !" cried Lina ; 
•' How glad I am mamma and I have not to go to- 
day ! Think how dreadfully ill we should be !" 

They were standing still now, watching the boat 
as she glided out of the harbour a;id, favoured by 
the wind, swiftly clove her way out into rough 
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water, and, pitching and rolling terribly, was soon 
almost out of sight. 

" Papa, papa ! I can see a steamer coming in ! 
Do look, papa !" cried Rosalia all at once in an 
excited voice, and pointing seawards in another 
direction. Sure enough there was a great steamer 
slowly labouring towards the port in the teeth of 
the wind. 

Uncle Pasquale and Rosalia seemed so deeply 
interested in the progress of this particular steamer, 
that Lina could not make it out at all 

"How ill everybody on board that boat must 
be !" she said compassionately* "And yet I don't 
pity them half so much as the others, for they are 
coming to dear Sicily, not leaving it !" 

*' That's right, Lina," said her uncle. '* Let us hope 
that those on board share your sentiments and are 
willing to bear a little suffering, for the sake of 
seeing our glorious Palermo." 

Now Rosalia began to fidget 

" Do let us walk faster, papa," she said ; " the boat 
will be in harbour before we get there* 
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" No hurry, my child," answered he. " Most likely 
this is a Naples boat." 

"No, no," cried sharp-eyed Lina, "Tm almost 
sure s6e is running up the French flag. I can just 
make out the colours. But why DO you want to 
know where she comes from ? " 

"Well, don't you think that in this stormy 
weather the passengers from France are more to be 
pitied than those from Naples ?" inquired Uncle 
Pasquale, twirling his moustache and giving little 
Lina one of his merriest twinkles. "We'll go to 
the port and see this interesting vessel come in, 
for you were right about the flag, Lina, it is the 
French tricolor." 

Lina was surprised to notice how her placid 
cousin hurried them on, and how excited she seemed. 
Uncle Pasquale, too, kept smiling to himself in the 
mysterious way that had so often lately puzzled 
the child. 

Soon, out of breath with their quick walk in the 
wind, they were at the landing-place by the Molo ; 
and there lay the big French steamer, its deck 



Digitized 



byGoogk 



204 IN- THE GOLDEN SHELL. 

crowded with passengers and already surrounded 
by a mob of small boats. 

*' Dear me! dear me !'* exclaimed Uncle Pasquale, 
reading the name of the vessel, "why this is the 
Monte CristOy and the captain is a particular friend 
of mine. I have a great mind to take a boat and 
go and pay him a visit. I wonder if you children 
would like to come ? *' 

" Yes ! yes !" cried Rosalia, but Lina began to 
laugh, and asked if the captain would not be too 
busy to speak to them just then. 

" That's my affair," answered her uncle, briefly ; 
and, before she knew where she was, Lina found 
herself bustled into a boat with the others and 
rapidly nearing the vessel. Another minute and 
they were up the side and standing on the deck. 
Once there. Uncle Pasquale seemed to have entirely 
forgotten his friend the captain, and walked about 
among the pale, weary passengers, looking atten- 
tively at each one. There was Rosalia too 
jumping about, and turning her head this way and 
that, and staring as though she really expected to 
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see some one she knew, and Lina was beginning to 
be astonished at her cousin's strange behaviour, 
when her attention was attracted by a little bustle 
at the head of the stairs from the ladies* cabin, caused 
by a tay, prim, elderly Englishman who was fussing 
about, giving orders in English, and superintending 
the movements of a fat German courier who was 
bringing up innumerable wraps, and bags, and air- 
cushions, and hatboxes, and a mighty bundle of 
sticks and umbrellas. 

Surely Lina had seen somewhere the face of that 
Englishman ! It certainly looked familiar to her! 
Now he wais calling to some one belowto make haste 
as the boat was ready ; there was a little more bustle, 
and a woman, apparently a maid, appeared, helping 
up the stairs a slight girlish figure enveloped in 
shawls and thickly veiled. 

As this last personage stepped on deck, she threw 
back her veil from her thin young face, and looked 
towards the shore with glistening eager eyes. At 
the same instant, a joyful cry burst from Lina*s lips, 
and, dashing past all who stood in her way, and 
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nearly upsetting the prim Englishman, in another 
moment she was clinging to the neck of her darling 
sister Emily, crying and laughing with delight and 
surprise. 

" Dear little pet !" and " Dariing Emily !" was 
all that either could say for the first few moments. 
Then Rosalia came shyly forward to welcome her 
new cousin, looking very pleased, but not at all 
surprised, and there was the prim English gentle- 
man (no other than the formidable Uncle George) 
shaking hands with Uncle Pasquale and bending 
stiffly down to pat Lina's head and kiss her on the 
forehead (tickling her dreadfully with his big 
whiskers), ejaculating, " God bless me ! So this is my 
youngest niece ! Singularly like my poor brother ! 
Dear me ! dear me !" 

It was not till they were all in the boat and close 
to the landing-place that Lina recovered suffi- 
ciently from her bewilderment of joy to ask a few 
questions. 

"What a surprise for dear mamma! she cried, 
" Why, she has packed everything to be ready to 
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start. How ever is it that you are here ? What a 
beautiful idea it was to come to us, instead of 
sending for mamma ! " 

" Dear me ! dear me ! So you really kept my 
secret, then V said Mr. Gerard in his funny French 
to Uncle Pasquale, 

" Yes, and so did this little girl of mine," an- 
swered the latter, twining his arm round Rosalia's 
waist ; " but I can tell you, Mr. Gerard, I never in 
my life had so much difficulty in keeping a secret, 
and Rosalia very nearly let it all out two or three 
times. You tried hard enough, didn't you, Lina, 
to find out what was the wonderful mystery 
between Rosalia and myself ?" 

^*What, Uncle PasqualeT* exclaimed Lina, 
opening her eyes very wide, and letting go her 
sister's hand to jump from her seat, " Do you mean 
to say you both knew Emily and Uncle George 
were coming, and never told mamma and me? 
What a shame ! what a shame ! How COULD you 
let mamma worry herself so dreadfully about going 
to meet them ?" 
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" Sit down, Lina, or you*ll upset the boat," an- 
swered her uncle; "and let us talk quietly about 
this atrocious crime. Don't you think poor mamma 
would have trembled at every gust of wind had she 
known that her Emily was on the sea ?" 

"Ye — es!" said Lina, pouting as much as her 
happiness would let her, ** but you ought to have 
told us. It was very unkind not to—" 

"Let me tell you something, little missy!" inter- 
rupted Mr. Gerard, who was aghast at Lina's im- 
petuosity, and thankful that his charge, Emily, was 
of a quieter disposition. " If it had not been for 
Signor Altovito's pressing letter of invitation, which 
came to hand during your sister's illness, we should 
never have come to Sicily at all, so you should thank 
your worthy uncle instead of reproaching him." 

" Do you remember the day you were so cross, 
because papa shut you out of the study ?" whispered 
Rosalia, squeezing Lina's arm as they stepped on 
shore. " That was when the letter was written, and 
I had to translate it into English, as mamma was 
not in the secret" 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

A JOYFUL CHRISTMAS. 

Every little girl blessed with a loving mamma 
can imagine poor Mrs. Gerard's thankful delight at 
this happy end to all her anxieties ; and yet if all 
my readers are of the same opinion as the curly- 
headed darling who is peeping over my shoulder 
while I write, I cannot finish this little story properly 
without saying something of that joyful meeting. 
When tired Emily, worn out by the long, rough 
passage, and still weak from her recent illness, was 
lifted out of the carriage, under the wide arched 
entrance of Uncle Pasquale's home, Lina would 
have rushed off in a frenzy of excitement to call her 
mother down ; but Signor Altovito bade her re- 
strain herself, and made her keep by his side, as, 

P 
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slowly and carefully, he assisted Emily upstairs 
and into the antechamber. Through the curtains 
before the drawing-room door, they could hear 
Mrs. Gerard's low, sad voice, talking to Aunt 
Caroline. 

"Now," he whispered to Lina, "run in and tell 
your mother I bring the best of tidings." Like 
an arrow from a bow, Lina sprang through the 
curtains, and gave her message in an oddly-shaking 
voice. Mrs. Gerard hurriedly came to the door. 
Uncle Pasquale gently pushed trembling, panting 
Emily into her mother's arms. There was a joy- 
ful cry from Aunt Caroline ; happy Lina clung to 
her mother and sister in turn; Rosalia danced 
about the room; Uncle Pasquale kissed his wife, 
his sister-in-law, the three girls, then ran rapidly 
downstairs wiping his eyes; and rushing towards 
Mr. Gerard, who was again fussing over the courier, 
and the maid, and the loose luggage, threw both 
his arms round his neck, and kissed him Italian 
fashion on both cheeks, very much to that gentle- 
man's surprise and consternation. 
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Nothing now was wanted to complete our Lina's 
happiness. Mr. Gerard settled down very com- 
fortably at the big Trinacria Hotels just round the 
comer, in which Signor Altovito had taken care to 
secure one of the best suites of rooms ; and for the 
first few days Emily was too weak to do anything 
but lie on a sofa, enjoying the sea breeze and being 
petted by everybody, in the terrace garden over- 
hanging the Marina and the bay on which her 
windows opened. 

Of course Mrs. Gerard, and Lina, and the Alto- 
vitos were constantly with her, and Uncle George 
proved to be by no means the ogre that Lina 
expected to find him. His old, unfounded pre- 
judices against his sister-in-law (already weakened 
by his regard for her child) vanished altogether 
after a veiy short acquaintance ; he thought Uncle 
Pasquale a highly intelligent man, and Aimt 
Caroline the most charming of women. Then, as 
Emily regained her strength, all the delightful 
sight-seeing began again for her and Mr. Gerard's 
benefit, and many fascinating excursions were made 
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that it would take me too long to write about 
now. On these occasion3, in spite of his father's 
threat to the contrary on Monte Pellegrino, 
little Ciccio always made one of the party, and, 
of course, he nearly always contrived to get 
into mischief. Emily was the only person who 
could keep him at all in order, for he had fallen 
desperately in love with his tall, blue-eyed cousin, 
and announced to every one, in most emphatic 
terms, his firm intention of making her his wife as 
soon as he should have reached the mature age of 
eighteen. 

In this pleasant fashion, amid rides, and drives^ 
and walks, and explorations of the various bone- 
caves near Palermo, when Mr. Gerard did great 
deeds with a geological hammer, weeks and months 
slipped happily past ; and by the time the growing 
heat warned Mrs. Gerard and Uncle George of the 
necessity of going north, it had been settled that 
the sisters should not again be separated, but that 
the villa in Florence should be given up, and that 
Mrs. Gerard should take charge of her brother-in- 
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law's household "When Emily was taken ill, I 
soon found out, my dear madam, what a mistake I 
had made in assuming the sole care of her," said 
he, the day this important matter was decided. 

Notwithstanding this arrangement, it was sad 
work for Lina to have to say good-bye to her 
beloved Sicilian cousins, to kind, merry Uncle 
Pasquale, and to dear Aunt Caroline, who was at 
last able to leave off her invalid habits and was 
stronger and better than she had been for years. 
How mournful were the farewell games on the dear 
terrace ! The very rabbits looked melancholy, and 
Ciccio was so overcome with grief, that for two 
whole days he refrained from standing on his 
head. What amicable disputes took place be- 
tween Rosalia and Lina over the many treasures 
of the itaghe, each little girl wanting to bestow 
on the other the very things she liked best herself! 
Nothing relieved the pain of parting but Uncle 
Pasquale's formal promise to bring all the family 
over to England on a long, long visit the very 
next year. 
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" But never," cried poor Lina, the tears streaming 
down her cheeks, as she and Emily stood on deck, 
waving a last farewell to four loving, tearful faces in 
the boat leaving the steamer's side, " never any- 
where shall we be so happy as we've been this winter 
in the Golden SheU." 



THE END. 
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RIBBON STORIES. By Lady Barker. With 
Illustrations by C. O. Murray. Globe 8vo., gilt, 4/. 6d. 

THE HISTORY OF PRINCE PERRYPETS. 
A Fairy Tale. By Louisa Knatchbull-Hugessen. 
With Eight Illustrations by Weigand. Crown 4to., 
y.6d. 

THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS; and 

What Alice Found There. By Lewis Carroll. 
With 50 Illustrations by Tenniel. Twenty-sixth 
Thousand. Crown 8vo., gilt, dr. 

ALICE'S ADVENTURES in WONDERLAND. 

By Lewis Carroll. With 42 Illustrations by 
Tenniel. Thirty-third Thousand. Crown 8vo., gilt, dr. 

PS AND QS ; OR, the Question of Putting 
Upon. By Charlotte M. Yonge, Author of " The 
Heir of Redclyffe.** With Illustrations by C. O. 
Murray. Globe 8vo., gilt, 41. 6d. 

THE RUNAWAY. By the Author of « Mrs 
Jemingham*s Journal" With Illustrations by J. Lawson. 
Globe 8vo., gilt, 41. 6d, 
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The Titnes says — " Mr. KnatchbuU-Hugessen's powers are of a 
very high order ; light and brilliant narrative flows from his pen, 
and is fed by an invention as graceful as it is inexhaustible." 

TALES AT TEA-TIME. Fairy Tales. With 
Seven Illustrations by W. Brunton. Crown 8vo., 5j. 

STORIES FOR MY CHILDREN. With Illus- 
trations. Third Edition. Crown 8vo., gilt, 5^. 

" The author has an imagination as fanciful as Grimm himself, 
while some of his stories are superior to anything that Hans 
Christian Andersen has written." — Nonconformist, 

CRACKERS FOR CHRISTMAS. More 
Stories. With Illustrations by Jellicoe and Elwes. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo., gilt, 5J. 

"A fascinating volume which will make him friends in every 
household in which there are children." — Daily News, 

MOONSHINE. Fairy Tales. With Illustrations 
by W. Brunton. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo., gilt, 5 j. 

" The most charming volume of Fairy Tales which we have ever 
read. • . • We cannot quit this very pleasant book without a word 
of praise to its illustrator. Mr. Brunton from first to last has done 
admirably. " — Times, 
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Macmillan (St' Co:s Catalogue of Works in 
Belles Lettres^ inchcding Poetry, 
Fiction, Works on Art, Critical and 
Literary Essays^ etc. 



Allingham.— LAURENCE BLOOMFIELD IN IRELAND; 
or, the New Landlord. By William Allingham. New and 
Cheaper Issue, with a Preface. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, ^r. dd. 

The aim of this little book is to Jo something, however small, towards 
making Ireland, yet so little known to the general British public, 
better understood. Several of the most important problems of life, 
Irish life and human life, are dealt with in their principles, 
according to the author* s best lights. In the new Prefctce, the 
state of Ireland, with special reference to the Church measure, is 
discussed, ^* It is vital with the national character. .... It has 
something of Popis point and Goldsmith* s simplicity^ touched to a 
more modern issue" — ATHENiEUM. 

Archer.— CHRISTINA NORTH. By E. M. Archer. Two 
vols. Crown 8vo. 21s, 

** The work of a clever cultivated person, wielding a practised pen. 
The characters are drawn with force and precision, the dialogue 
is easy : the whole book displays powers of pathos and humour, 
and a shrewd knowledge of men and things?* — Spectator. 

Arnold. — Works by Matthew Arnold : — 

THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Vol. I. Narrative 
AND Elegiac Poems. Vol. II. Dramatic and Lyric Poems. 



Extra fcap. 8vo. Price 6j. each. 
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Arn old — continued. 

The two volumes comprehend the First and Second Series of the 
Poems y and the New Poems. *^Thyrsis is a poem of perfeet 
delight^ exquisite in grave tenderness of reminiscence, rich in breadth 
of western light, breathing full the spirit of gray and ancient Ox-' 
/brd."SATVRDAY Review. "The noblest in it is clothed in 
clearest words. There is no obscurity, no useless ornament: every' 
thing is simple, finished, and perfect. ^^ — Scotsman. 

ESSAYS IN CRITICISM. New Edition, with Additions. Extra 
fcap. 8vo, dr. 

The Essays in this Volume are — ^^The Function of Criticism at 
the Present Time;^* ^^The Literary Influence of Academies ;^^ 
** Maurice de Gt4erin ;" ^* Eugenie de Guerin ;*^ ^^ Heinrich 
Heine;** ** Pagan and Medioeval ;** ** Religious Sentiment;** 
^'Joubert ;** ''Spinoza and the Bible ;** ''Marcus Aurelius.** 
Both from the subjects dealt with and mode of treatment, few 
books are more calculated to delight, inform, and stimulate than 
these charming Essays. 

3stker. — (For other Works by the same Author, see Catalogue of 

Travels.) 

CAST UP BY THE SEA ; OR, THE ADVENTURES OF 
NED GREY. By Sir Samuel Baker, M. A., F.R.G.S. With 
Ilhistrations by HuARD. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth 
gilt. Ts. 6d. 

"An admirable tale of adventure, of marvellous incidents, wild 
exploits, and terrible dinouements** — DAILY News. "A story of 
adventure by sea and land in the good old style.** — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Baring-Gould. — Works by S. Baring-Gould, M.A. :— 
IN EXITU ISRAEL. An Historical Novel. Two Vols. 8vo. 



** Some of its most powerful passages — and prodigiously powerful 
they are — are descriptions of familiar events in the earlier days 
of the Revolution.**— lATiE.ViXKY CHURCHMAN. 'i^ull of^the 
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most exciting incidents and ably portrayed characters^ abounding in 
beautifully attractive legends, and relieved by descriptions fresh, 
vivid, and truth-like" — Westminster Review. 

LEGENDS OF OLD TESTAMENT CHARACTERS, from the 
Talmud and other sources. Two vols. Crown 8vo. l6s. 
Vol. I. Adam to Abraham. VoL II. Melchizedek to Zachariah. 

Mr, Baring- Gould has here collected from the Talmud and other 
sources, yewish and Mohammedan, a large number of curious 
and interesting legends concerning the principal characters of the 
Old Testament, comparing these frequently with similar legends 
current among many of the nations, savage and civilized, all over 
the world, ** These volumes contain much that is very strange, 
and, to the ordinary English reader, very novel, " — DAILY News. 

Barker. — ^Works by Lady Barker : — 

^^Lady Barker is an unrivalled story-teller," — Guardian. 

STATION LIFE IN NEW ZEALAND. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6a?'. 

These letters are the exact account of a lady's experience of the brighter 
and less practical side of colonization. They record the expedi- 
tions, adventures, and emergencies diversifying the daily life of the 
wife of a New Zealand sheep-farmer; and, as each was written 
while the novelty and excitement of the scenes it describes were fresh 
upon her, they may succeed in giving here in England an adequate 
impression of the delight and freedom of an existence so far removed 
from our own highly-wrought civilization. ** We have never read 
a more truthful or a pleasanter little book." — AtheN-^EUM. 

SPRING COMEDIES. Stories. 

Contents :— A Wedding Story— A Stupid Story— A Scotch Story 
— A Man's Story. Crown 8vo. ^s. 6d, 

^^ Lady Barker is endowed with a rare and delicate gift for nar- 
rating stories,— she has the faculty of throwing even into her 
printed narrative a soft and pleasant tone^ which goes far to make 
the reader think the subject or the matter immaterial, so long as the 
author will go on telling stories for his benefit," —Kt^^^^^^^ 
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STORIES ABOUT:— With Six lUustrations. Third Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 41". td. 

This volume contains several entertaining stories about Monkeysy 
Jamaica, Camp Life^ L>ogs, BoySf ^'c. *^ There is not a tale in 
the book which can fail to please children as well as their elders." 
— Pall Mall Gazette. 

A CHRISTMAS CAKE IN FOUR QUARTERS. With lUus- 
trations by Jellicoe. Third Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 
4r. 6d. 

In this little volume. Lady Barker, whose reputation as a delightful 
story-teller is established, narrates four pleasant stories shotuing 
how the ^^ Great Birth-day^"* is kept in the **Four Quarters ^^ of 
the globe, — in England, Jamaica, India, and Neiv Zealand. The 
volume is illustrated by a number of well-executed cuts, ^^ Contains 
just the stories that children should be told, ^Christmas Cake^ is 
a delightful Christmas book," — Globe. 

RIBBON STORIES. With Illustrations by C. O. Murray. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 4J-. 6d. 

Bell.— ROMANCES AND MINOR POEMS. By Henry 
Glassford Bell. Fcap. 8vo. dr. 
" Full of life and geniusj" — COURT CIRCULAR. 

Besant.— STUDIES in early French poetry. By 

Walter Besant, M.A. Crown. 8vo. 8j. 6d. 

A sort of impression rests on most minds that French literature begins 
with the *^sihle de Louis Quatorze;" any previous literature 
being for the most part unknown or ignored. Few know anything 
of the enormous literary activity that began in the thirteenth 
century, was carried on by Rulebeuf, Marie de France, Gaston 
de Foix, ThibauJt de Champagne, and Lorris ; was fostered by 
Charles of Orleans, by Margaret of Valois, by Francis the First; 
that gave a crowd of versifiers to France^ enriched, strengthened, 
developed, and fixed the French language^ and prepared the way 
for Corneille and for Racitte, The present work aims to afford 
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information and direction touching the early efforts of France in 
poetical literature. " In one moderately sized volume he has con- 
trived to introduce us to the very best, if not to cUl oj the early 
French poets,"*' — Athenaeum. 

Black (W). — THE STRANGE. ADVENTURES OF A 
PHAETON. By W. Black, Author of " A Daughter of Heth." 
Second Edition. Two vols. Crown 8vo. 2\s. 

Brimley.— ESSAYS BY THE LATE GEORGE BRIMLEY, 
M.A. Edited by the Rev. W. G. Clark, M.A. With Portrait. 
Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 2J. 6^. 

George Brimley was regarded by those who knew him as *^one of the 
finest critics of the day^ The Essays contained in this volume 
are all more or less critical, and were contributed by the author 
to some of the leading periodicals of the day. The subjects are, 
^^ Tennyson^ s Poems,'' ** IVordswotih^s Poems,"^ ^'Poetry and 
Criticism," " The Angel in the House,'' Carlylis ''Life of 
Sterling;' ''Esmond," ''My Ncrvel," "Bleak House," "West- 
ward Hoi" Wilson's "Nodes Ambrosiance" Comtis "Positive 
Philosophy ." "It will," John Bull says, " be a satisfaction to 
the admirers of sound criticism and unassuming common sense to 
find that the Essays of the late George Brimley have reappeared in 
a new and popular form. They will give a healthy stimulus to 
that spirit of inquiry into the reed value of our literary men whose 
names we too often revere without sufficient investigation." 

Broome. — the stranger of SERIPHOS. a Dramatic 
t*oem. By Frederick Napier Broome. Fcap. 8vo. ^s. 
Founded on the Greek legend of Danae and Perseus. "Grctce and 
beauty oJ expression are Mr. Broome's characteristics ; and these 
qualities are displayed in m^ny passages," — Athenaeum. " The 
story is rendered with consummate beauty," — Literary Church- 
man. 

Burke. — EDMUND BURKE, a Historical Study. By John 
MORLEY, B.A., Oxon. Crown 8vo. is, 6d, 

" The style is terse and incisive, and brilliant with epigram and 
paint. Its sustained power of reasoning, its wide sweep of observa- 
tion and reflection, its elevated ethical and social tone, stamp ^as 
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u work of high excellence.''^ — Saturday Review. "^ model of 
compact condensation. We have seldom met with a book in which 
so much matter was compressed into so limited a space,** — Pall 
Mall Gazette. * V/« essay of unusual effort. ** — Westminster 
Review. 

Carroll.— Works by " Lewis Carroll : "— 

ALICE'S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND. With Forty- 
two Illustrations by Tenniel. 36lh Thousand. Crown 8vo. 
cloth. 6j. 

A GERMAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Ten- 
niel's Illustrations. Crown 8vo. gilt. 6s, 

A FRENCH TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Ten- 
niel*s Illustrations. Crown 8vo. gilt. 6s, 

AN ITALIAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. By T. P. 
RossETTE. With Tenniel's Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

^* Beyond question supreme among modern books for children." — 
Spectator. " One of the choicest and most charming books 
ever composed for a child* s reading*'' — Pall Mall Gazette. 
** ^ very pretty and highly original book^ sure to delight the little 
world of wondering minds, and which may well please those who 
have unfortunately passed the years of wondering,** — Times. 

THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS, AND WHAT ALICE 
FOUND THERE. With Fifty Illustrations by Tenniel. Crown 
8vo. 6^. 28th Thousand. 

In the present volume is described, with inimitably clever and 
laughter-moving nonsense, the further Adventures of the fairy- 
favoured Alice, in the grotesque world which she found to exist on 
the other side of her mother's drawing-room looking-glass, through 
which she managed to make her way. The work ts profusely 
embellished with illustrations by Tenniel, exhibiting as great an 
amount of humour as those to which *^ Alices Adventures in 
Wonderland** owed so much of its popularity, 

Chatterton : a biographical study. By Daniel 
Wilson, LL.D., Professor of History and English Literature in 
University College, Toronto. Crown 8vo. 6jigitobyGoOgle 
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The author here regards Chatterton as a Poet, not as a' ^*mere 
resetter and defacer of stolen literary treasures," Reviewed in this 
light, he has found much in the old materials capable of being 
\ turned to new account : and to these materials research in various 

directions has enabled him to make some additions. He believes 
that the boy-poet has been misjudged, and that the biographies 
hitherto written of him are not only imperfect but untrue. While 
dealing tenderly, the author has sought to deal truthfully with the 
failings cts well as the virtues of the boy: bearing always in 
remembrance, what has been too frequently lost sight of, that he 
was but a boy; — a boy, and yet a poet of rare power. The 
Examiner thinks this '■'■the most complete and the purest bio- 
graphy of the poet which has yet appeared, " 

Church (A. J.)— HOR^E TENNYSONIAN^, Sive Eclog» 
e Tennysono Latine redditse. Cura A. J. Church, A.M. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6^. 

Latin versions of Selections from Tennyson, Among the authors - 
are the Editor, the late Pi'ofessor Conington, Professor Seeley,. 
Dr, Hessey, Mr, Kebbel, and other gentlemen, ** Of Mr, Churches- 
ode we may speak in almost unqualified praise, and the same may - 
be said of the contributions generally ." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Clough (Arthur Hugh).— the poems and prose 

REMAINS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH. With a. 
Selection from his Letters and a Memoir. Edited by his Wife- 
With Portrait. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 2is, 

The late Professor Clough is well known as a graceful, tender 
poet, and as the scholarly translator of Plutarch, 7 he letters 
possess highHnte}'est, not biographical onl^ but literary — discuss- 
ing, as they do, the most important questions of the tifne, always 
in a genial spirit. The " Remains " include papers on "Retrench- 
ment at Oxford;" on Professor F, W, Newman^ s book, ^^ The 
Soul;"*^ on Wordsworth; on the Formation of Classical English ; 
on some Modern Poems [Mattliew Arnold and the late Alexander 
Smith), &^c, ^c. " Taken as a whole," the Spectator says^ 
" these volumes cannot fail to be a lasting monument of one op the 
most original men of our age," "Full of charming letters from 
Rome," says the Morning Star, "from Greece, from Amtrica^ 
from Oxford, and from Rugby," Digitized by GoOglc 



8 BELLES LETTRES. 

Clough (Arthur Hugh) — continued, 

THE POEMS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH, sometime Fellow 
of Oriel College, Oxford. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 6j. 

" From the higher mind of cultivated^ all-questioning, but stUl conser- 
vative England, in this our puzzled generation, we do not know 
of any utterance in literature so characteristic as the poems of 
Arthur Hugh Clough,'*— Frasek*S MAGAZINE. 

CluneS. — THE STORY OF PAULINE: an Autobiography. 
By G. C. Clunes. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

^^ Both for vivid delineation of character and fluent lucidity of style^ 
* The Story of Pauline' is in the first rank of modem fiction,'' — 
Globe. '•^Told with delightful vivacity, thorough appreciation of 
life, and a complete knowledge of character,*' — MANCHESTER 
Examiner. 

Collects of the Church of England. With a beauHfully 

Coloured Floral Design to each Collect, and Illuminated Cover. 
Crown 8 vo. \2s. Also kept in various styles of morocco. 

In this richly embellished edition of the Church Collects, the paper is 
thick and handsome and the type large and beautiful, each Collect^ 
with a few exceptions, being printed on a separate page. The dis' 
tinctive characteristic of this edition is the floral design which ac- 
companies each Collect, and which is generally emblematical of the 
character of the day or saint to which it is assigned j the flowers 
which have been selected are stuh as are likely to be in bloom on the 
day to which the Collect belongs. Each flower is richly but tCLste- 
fully and naturally printed in colours, and from the variety of 
plants selected dnd the faithfulness of the illustrations to nature^ 
the volume should for-m an instructive and interesting companion 
to all devout Christians, who are likely toflnd their devotions assisted 
and guided by having thus brought before them the flowers in their 
seasons, God's beautiful and never-failing gifts to men. The Pre- 
face explains the allusion in the case of all those illustrations which 
are intended to be emblematical of the days to which they belongs and 
the Table of Contents forms a complete botanical index, giving both 
the popular and scientific name of each plant. There are at least 
one hundred separate plants figured, " This is beyond question^" 
the Art Journal says, '' the most beautiful book of Ahe season,^* 
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** Carefully y indeed Iwin^ly drawn and daintily coloured^* says the 
Pall Mall Gazette. The Guardian thinks it ^^ a successful 
attempt to associate in a ncUural and unforced' manner the flowers 
of our fields and gardens with the course of the Christian year.^^ 

Cox.— RECOLLECTIONS OF OXFORD. By G. V. Cox, M.A., 
late Esquire Bedel and Coroner in the University of Oxford. 
Second and cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. ts. 

Mr, Cox's Recollections date from the end of last century to quite 
recent times. They are full of old stories and traditions, epigrams 
and personal traits of the distinguished men who have been at 
Oxford during that period. The Times says that it ^*will 
pleasantly recall in many a country parsonage the memory of 
youthful days," 

Dante. DANTFS comedy, the hell. Translated by 

W. M. RossETTi. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 5j-. 

" The aim of this translation of Dante may be summed up in one 
word -^ Liter ality. To follow Dante sentence for sentence, line 
for line, word for word — neither more nor less, has been my 
strenuous endeavour,** — Author's Preface. 

Days of Old ; stories from old English history. 

By the Author of "Ruth and her Friends." New Edition. 
i8mo. cloth, gilt leaves. 3^. 6^. 

The Contents of this interesting and instructive volume are, " Cara- 
doc and Deva," a story of British life in the first century ; 
** Wolfgan and the Earl ; or. Power,** a story of Saxon Eng- 
land : and ** Roland** a story of the Crusaders. ** Full of truth- 
ful and charming historic pictures, is everywhere vital with moral 
and religious principles, and is written with a brightness of de- 
scription, and with a dramcUic force in the representation of 
character, that have made, and will always make, it one of the 
greatest favourites with reading boys,** — NONCONFORMIST. 

Deane. — MARJORY. By Milly Deane. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 4f. (>d. 

The TiM^S of September i ith says it is '' A very touching story, full 
of promise for the after career of the authorm^zQ^^Qi^^^^^y 
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drawn^ and so full of life and grace, that any attempt to analyse 
or describe it falls sadly short of the original. We will venture to 
say that few readers of any natural feeling or sensibility will take 
up 'Marjory ' without reading it through at a sitting, and we hope 
we shall see more stories by the same hand. " The Morning Post 
calls it **A deliciously fresh and charming little love story.'' 

De Vere.— THE infant bridal, and other Poems. By 
Aubrey De Vere. Fcap. 8vo. 7^.6^/. 

^' Mr. De Vere has taken his place among the poets of the day. 
Pure and tender feeling, and that polished restraint of style which 
is called classical, are the charms of the volume,'' — Spectator. 

Doyle (Sir F. H.) — Works by Sir Francis Hastings Doyle, 
Professor of Poetry in the University of Oxford : — 

THE RETURN OF THE GUARDS, AND OTHER POEMS. 
Fcap. 8vo. Is, 

" Good wine needs no bush, nor good verse a preface; and Sir Francis 
Doyl^s verses run bright and clear, and smack of a classic vintage, 
. . . His chief characteristic, as it is his greatest charm, is the 
simple manliness which gives force to all he writes. It is a cha- 
racteristic in these days rare enough, " — Examiner. 

LECTURES ON POETRY, delivered before the University of 
Oxford in 1868. Crown 8vo. y, 6d. 

Three Lectures : — (i) Inaugural, in which the nature of Poetry 
is discussed ; {2) Provincial Poetry ; {'^ Dr, Newman's *' Dream 
of Gerontius'' '* Full of thoughtful discrimination and fine in- 
sight: the lecture on ^ Provincial Poetry' seems to us singularly 
true, eloquent, and instructive," — Spectator. *'All these dis- 
sertations are marked by a scholarly spirit, delicate taste, and the 
discriminating powers of a trained judgment. " — Daily News. 

Durer, Albrecht.— history of the life of al- 

BRECHT DURER, of Numbei^. With a Translation of his 
Letters and Journal, and some account of his Works. By Mrs. 
Charles Heaton. Royal 8va bevelled boards, extra gilt. 
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This work contains about Thirty Illustrations , ten of which are pro- 
ductions by the autotype (carbon) process, and are printed in per- 
manent tints by Messrs. Cundall and Fleming, under licence from 
the Autotype Company, Limited; the rest are Photographs and 
Woodcuts, 

Estelle Russell. — By the Author of **The Private Life of 
Galileo." Crown 8vo. 6j. 

Full of bright pictures of French life. The English family, whose 
fortunes form the main drift of the story, reside mostly in France, but 
there are also many English characters and scenes of great interest. 
It is certainly the work of a fresh, vigorous, and most interesting 
writer, with a dash of sarcastic humour which is refreshing and 
not too bitter. ** We can send our readers to it with confidence." 
— Spectator. 

Evans. — BROTHER FABIAN'S MANUSCRIPT, AND 
OTHER POEMS. By Sebastian Evans. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 6s, 

" In this volume we have full assurance that he has * the vision and 
the fatuity divinej* . . . Clever and full of kindly humour." — 
Globe. 

Fairy Book. — The Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected and 
Rendered anew by the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." 
With Coloured Illustrations and Ornamental Borders by J. E. 
Rogers, Author of **Ridicula Rediviva." Crown 8vo. cloth, 
extra gilt. 6s, (Golden Treasury Edition. iSmo. ^, 6d.) 

*^A delightful selection, in a delightful external form," — Spectator. 
Here are reproduced in a new and charming dress many old 
favourites, as ^^ Hop-d -my-Thumb," ^^ Cinderella," " Beauty and 
the Beast," '' Jack the Giant-killer," ** Tom Thumb," ''Rumpel- 
stilzchen," ''Jack and the Bean-stalk," "Red Riding-Hood," 
" The Six Swans," and a great many others. "A book which 
Tvill prove delightful to children all the year round." — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Fletcher.— THOUGHTS from a GIRL'S life. By Lucy 
Fletcher. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4x.D&fcedbyCjOOgle 
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** Sweet and earnest verses^ especially addressed to girls, by one who 
can sympathise with them, and who has endeavoured to give articulate 
utterance to the vague aspirations after a better life of pious endeavour^ 
which accompany the unfolding consciousness of the inner life in 
girlhood. The poems are all graceful; they are marked throughout 
by an accent of reality; the thoughts and emotions are genuine," — 
ATHENiEUM. 

Freeman (E. A., Hon. D.C.L.) — historical 
ESSAYS. By Edward Freeman, M.A., Hon. D.C.L., late 
Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. Second Edition. 8vo. lOf. 6d. 

This volume contains twelve Essays selected from the authorls contri- 
butions to various Reviews. The principle on which they were 
chosen was that of selecting papers which referred to comparatively 
modern times, or, at least, to the existing states and nations of 
Europe. By a sort of accident a number of the pieces chosen have 
thrown themselves into something like a continuous series bearing 
on the historical causes of the great events of 1 870 — 7 1 . Notes have 
been added whenever they seemed to be called for; and whenever 
he could gain in accurctcy of statement or in force or clearness of 
expression, the author has freely changed, added to, or left out, 
what he originally wrote. To many of the Essays has been added 
a short note of the circumstances under which they were written. 
It is needless to say that any product of Mr. Freeman^ s pen is worthy 
of attentive perusal; and it is believed that the contefits of this 
volume will throw light on several subjects of great historical im- 
portance and the widest interest. The following is a list of the 
subjects: — L ^* The MythiccU and Romantic Elements in Early 
English History ;" II, ^' The Continuity of English History;" 
III. **The Relations between the Crowns of England and Scot- 
land;'' IV, ''St. Thomas of Canterbury and his Biographers;" 
V. ''The Reign of Edward the Third;" VI " The Holy Roman 
Empire;" VII "The Franks and the Gauls;" VIII "The 
Early Sieges of Paris ;" IX. " Frederick the First, King of Italy ;" 
X. "The Emperor Frederick the Second;" XI, "Charles the 
Bold;" XII, "Presidential Government."—" All of them are 
well worth reading, and very agreeable to read. He never touches a 
question without adding to our comprehension of it, without leaving 
the impression of an ample knowledge, a righteous purpose, a clear 
and powerful understanding."— -Sktvkd AY Revi^^^oOqIc 
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Freeman (E. A., Hon. D.C.L.) — continued, 
A •Second series of historical essays. 

In the Press. 

Garnett.— IDYLLS AND EPIGRAMS. Chiefly from the Greek 
Anthology. By Richard Garnett. Fcap. 8vo. 2s, 6d, 

**A charming little book. For English readers , Mr. Garnett'' s 
translations will open a new world of thought" — Westminster 
Review. 

Geikie.— SCENERY OF SCOTLAND, viewed in Connexion 
with its Physical Geology. By Archibald Geikie, F.R.S., 
Director of the Geological Survey of Scotland. With Illustrations 
and a New Geological Map. Crown 8vo. los. 6d. 

** Before long^ we doubt not, it will be one of the travelling companions 
ef every cultivated tourist in Scotland.^' — Edinburgh Courant. 
**Amusingy picturesque^ and instructive." — TiMES. ^^ There is 
probably no one who has so thoroughly mastered the geology of 
Scotland as Mr. Geikie" — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Gladstone.— JUVENTUS MUNDL The Gods and Men of the 
Heroic Age. By the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. With Map. icxr. 6^. Second Edition. 

** This new work of Mr. Gladstone deals especially with the historic 
element in Homer^ expounding that element and furnishing by its 
aid a full account of the Homeric men and the Homeric religion. 
It starts, after the introductory chapter, with a discussion of the 
several races then existing in Hellas, including the influence of the 
Phoenicians and Egyptians. It contains chapters * * On the Olympian 
System, with its several Deities; " *^ On the Ethics and the Polity of 
the Heroic Age ;" ''On the Geography of Homer;" ''On the Cha- 
racters of the Poems J " presenting, in fine, a view of primitive life and 
primitive society as found in the poems of Homer. To this New 
Edition various additions have been made. ' ' To read these brilliant 
details," says the Atuen MUM, "is like standing on the Olympian 
threshold and gazing at the ineffable brightness within. " According 
to the Westminster Review, "it would be difficult to point out 
a book that contains so much fulness of knowledge along with S9 
much freshness of perception and clearness of presentation^^jA^ 
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Guesses at Truth. — By Two Brothers. With Vignette 
Title, and Frontispiece. New Edition, with Memoir. Fcap. 8vo. dr. 
Also see Golden Treasury Series. 

T%ese ** Guesses at Truth " are not ttttended to tell ike reader what 
to think. They are rather meant to serve the purpose of a quarry 
in which, if one is building up his opinions for himself^ and only 
wants to be provided with materials, he may meet with many 
things to suit him. To very many, since its publication, has this 
work proved a stimulus to earnest thought and noble action ; and 
thusy to no small extent, it is believed t has it influenced the general 

\ current of thinking during the last forty years. It is now «# 
secret that the authors were Augustus and Julius Charles 
Hare. " They — living as they did in constant and free interchange 
0/ thought on questions of philosophy and literature and art ; 
delighting, each of them, in the epigrammatic terseness which is the 
charm oj the * Pensies * of Pascal, and the *■ Caracth'es * of La 
Bruylre — agreed to utter themselves in this form, and the book 
appeared, anonymously, in two volumes, in 1827." 

Hamerton. — ^Worfcs by Philip Gilbert Hamerton :— 

A PAINTER'S CAMP. Second Edition, revised. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 6^. 
Book I. Jn England; Book II. In Scotland; Book III. In France, 

This is the story of an Artist"* s encampments and adventures. The 
headings of a few chapters may serve to convey a notion of the 
character of the hook: A Walk on the Lancashire Moors ; the 
Author his own Housekeeper and Cook ; Tents and Boats for the 
Highlands ; The Author encamps on an uninhabited Island ; A 
Lake Voyage; A Gipsy Journey to Glencoe ; Concerning Moon- 
light and Old Castles ; A little French City ; A Farm in the 
Autunois, &*c, &^c. " These pages, written with infinite spirit and 
humour, bring into close rooms, back upon tired heads, the breezy 
airs of Lancctshire moors and Highland lochs, with a freshness 
which no recent novelist has succeeded in preserving.''^ — NONCON- 
FORMIST. " His pages sparkle with many turns of expression, 
not a few well-told anecdotes, and many observations which are the 
fruit of attentive study and wise reflection on the complicated phe- 
nomena of human life, as well as of unconscious nature,^* — West- 
minster Review. 
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Hamerton — continued, 

ETCHING AND ETCHERS. A Treatise Critical and Practical. 
With Original Plates by Rembrandt, Callot, Dujardin, 
Paul Potter, &c Royal 8vo. Half morocco. 31J. 6d, 

** TTie work is one which deserves to be consulted by every intelli' 
gent admirer of the fine arts, whether he is an etcher or not** — 
Guardian. 

" // ty not often we get anything like the combined intellectual and 
cesthetic treat which is supplied us by Mr. Hamerton* s ably written 
and handsome volume. It is a work of which atUhor, printer, and 
publisher may alike feel proud. It is a work, too, of which none 
but a genuine artist could by possibility have been the author,** — 
Saturday Review. 

Hervey. — DUKE ERNEST, a Tragedy; and otiier Poems. 
Fcap. 8vo. ds, 
" Conceived in pure taste and true historic feeling, and presented with 

much dramatic force, .... Thoroughly otiginal,** — British 

Quarterly. 

Higginson. — MALBONE : An Oldport Romance. By T. W. 
HiGGiNSON. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

This is a story of American life, so told cls to be interesting and 
instructive to all English readers. The DAILY News says: 
** Who likes a quiet story , full of mature thought, of clear 
humorous surprises, of artistic studious design 1 * Malbone* is 
a rare work, possessing these characteristics, and replete, too, with 
honest literary effort.** 

Hillside Rhymes. — Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

Home.— BLANCHE LISLE, and otiier Poems. By Cecil 
Home. Fcap. 8vo. 4?. dd. 

Hood (Tom).-— THE PLEASANT TALE OF PUSS AND 
ROBIN iVND THEIR FRIENDS, KITTY AND BOB. 
Told in Pictures by L. Frolich, and in Rhymes by TOM Hood. 
Crown 8vo. gilt. 3J. dd. C^ \ 
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This is a pleasant little tale of wee Bob and his Sister^ and their 
attempts to rescue poor Robin from the crttel claws of Pussy. It 
will be intelligible and interesting to the meanest capacity y and is 
illustrated by thirteen graphic cuts drawn by Frolich, " The 
volume is prettily got up, and is sure to be a favourite in the nursery, " 
— Scotsman. ^^ Herr Frolich has outdone himself in his pictures 
of this dramatic chase.^^ — MORNING Post. 

Jebb.— TH£ CHARACTERS OF THEOPHRASTUS. An 
English Translation from a Revised Text. With Introduction and 
Notes. By R. C. Jebb, M. A., Fellow and Assistant Tutor of 
Trinity College, Cambridge, and Public Orator of the University, 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6^ 6^. 

The first object of this book is to make these lively pictures of old 
Greek manners better kttown to English readers. But as the Editor 
and Translator has been at considerable pains to procure a reliable 
text, and has recorded the results of his critical labours in a lengthy 
Introduction f hi Notes and Appendices, it is hoped that the work 
will prove of value even to the scholar, ** We must not omit to give 
due honour to Mr. yebVs translation, which is as good as trans- 
lation can be, . . , Not less commendable are the execution of the 
Notes and the critical handling of the text," — Spectator. ** Mr, 
JebVs little volunu is more easily taken up than laid down." — 
Guardian. 

Keary (A.)— Works by Miss A. Keary i— 

JANETS HOME. Cheap Edition. Globe 8vo. lis. Cd, 

*' Never did a more charming family appear upon the canvas ; and 
most skilfully and felicitously have their characters been portrayed. 
Each individual of the fireside is a finished portrait, distinct and 
lifelike, . . . The future before her as a novelist is that of becoming 
the Miss Austin of her generation," — SuN. 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. Globe 8vo. 2s. td, 

*^ Full of wisdom and goodness, simple, truthful, and artistic, . . It 
is capital as a story; better still in its pure tone and wholesome 
influence, " — Globe. 

OLDBURY. Three vols. Crown 8vo. 31^. 6^. 

**77tis is a very powerfully written story. ''^ — Globe. JtThis is a 
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really excellent novel" — Illustrated London News. *' The 
sketches of society in Oldbury are excellent. The pictures of child 
life are full of truth." — Westminster Review. 

Keary (A. and E.) — Works by A. and E. Keary :— 
THE LITTLE WANDERLIN, and other Fairy Tales. i8mo. 

** The tales are fanciful and well written, and they are sure to win 
favour amongst little reculers" — ATHENiEUM. 

THE HEROES OF ASGARD. Tales from Scandinavian My- 
thology. New and Revised Edition,ill ustrated by Huard. Extra 
fcap. 8vo. 4x. 6d, 

** Told in a light and amusing style, which, in its drollery and 
quaintness, reminds us of our old favourite Grimm.'^ — Times. 

Kingsley. — Works by the Rev. Charles Kingsley, M.A., 

Rector of Eversley, and Canon of Chester : — 

Canon Kingsle^s navels, most will admit, have not only com- 
manded for themselves a foremost place in literature, as artistic 
productions of a high class, but have exercised upon the age an 
incalculable influence in the direction of the highest Christian 
manliness, Mr, Kingsley has done more perhaps than almost any 
other writer of fiction to fashion the generation into whose hands the 
destinies of the world are now being committed. His works will 
therefore be read by all who wish to have their hearts cheered and 
their souls stirred to noble endeavour ; they must be read by all 
who wish to know the influences which moulded the men of this 
century. 

"WESTWARD HO!" or, The Voyages and Adventures of 
Sir Amyas Leigh. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 
No other work conveys a more vivid idea of the surging, adventurous, 
nobly inquisitive spirit of the generations which immediately fol- 
lowed the Reformation in England, The daring deeds of the 
Elizabethan heroes are told with a freshness, an enthusiasm, and a 
truthfulness that can belong only to one who wishes he had been 
their leader. His descriptions of the luxuriant scenery of the thett 
new-found Western land are acknowledged to be unmatched. 
Eraser's yihGAzm^ calls it '^almost the best historical novel 0/ 
the day." ^ I 
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Kingsley {C.)^^ontinue(L 

TWO YEARS AGO. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. df. 

**Mr, Kingsley has provided us all along with such pleasant diversions 
— such rich and brightly tinted glimpses of natural history^ such 
suggestive remarks on mankind, society^ and all sorts of topics, 
that amidst the pleasure of the way, the circuit to be made will be by 
most forgotten."— GVAKDIAU. 

HYPATIA ; or, New Foes with an Old Face. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

The work is from beginning to end a series of Jascinating pictures 
of strange phases of that strange primitive society ; and no finer 
portrait has yet been given of the noble-minded lady who was 
faithful to martyrdom in her attachment to the classical creeds. 
No work affords a clearer notion of the many interesting problems 
which agitated the minds of men in those days, and which, in 
various phases, are again coming up for discussion at the present 
time. 

HEREWARD THE WAKE— LAST OF THE ENGLISH. 
Crown 8vo. dr. 

Mr. Kingsley here tells the story of the final conflict of the two 
races, Saxons and Normans, as if he himself had borne apart in it. 
While as a work of fiction ^*Hereward" cannot fail to delight all 
readers, no better supplement to the dry history of the time could be 
put into the hands of the young, containing as it does so vivid a 
picture of the social and political life of the period. 

YEAST : A Problem. Fifth Edition. Crown Svo. ^s. 

In this production the author shows, in an interesting dramatic form, 
the state of fermentation in which the minds of many earnest 
men are with regard to some of the most important religious and 
social problems of the day. 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. Witii a New Preface. Crown Svo. 
4f. dd. 

This tiovel, which shows forth tht evils arising from modern "caste,** 
has done much to remove the unnatural barriers which existed 
between the various classes of society, and to establish a nmtpathy to 
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Kingsley {C)— continued. 

some extent between the higher and lower grades of the social scale. 
T/tough written with a purpose^ it is full of character and interest; 
the author shows^ to quote the Spectator, **what it is that con- 
stitutes the true Christian^ Godfearing, man-living gentleman " 

AT LAST : A CHRISTMAS IN THE WEST INDIES. With 
numerous Illustrations. Second and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo. icxf. 6d. 

Mr. Kingsle^s dream of forty years was at last fulfilled, when 
he started on a Christmcts expedition to the West Indies, for the 
purpose of becoming personally acquainted with the scenes which 
he has so vividly described in ** Westward ho P"* ** In this book 
Mr. Kingsley revels in the' gorgeous wealth of West Indian vegeta- 
tion, bringing before us one marvel after another, alternately sating 
and piquing our curiosity. Whether we climb the cliffs with him, 
or peer over into narrow bays which are being hollowed out by the 
trade-surf, or wander through impenetrable forests, where the tops 
of the trees form a green cloud overhead, or gaze down glens which 
are watered by the clearest brooks, running through masses of palm 
and banana and all the rich variety of foliage^ we are equally 
delighted and amazed." — AXHENiEUM. 

THE WATER BABIES. A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. New 
Edition, with additional Illustrations by Sir NoelPaton, R.S.A., 
and P. Skelton. Crown 8vo. cloth extra gilt. $s. 

** In fun, in hutnour, and in innocent imagination, as a child's 
book we do not know its equal." — London Review. ^^ Mr. 
Kingsley must have the credit of revealing to us a new order of life.. 
. . . There is in the * Water Babies^ an abundance of wit,funy. 
good humour, geniality, 61an, ^<?."— Times. 

THE HEROES ; or, Greek Fairy Tales for my Children. With 
Coloured Illustrations. New Edition. i8mo. 4?. 6d. 

** We do not think these heroic stories have ever been more attractively 
told. . . There is a deep under'current of religious feeling traceable 
throughout its pages which is sure to influence young readers power- 
fully." ^laOYiTiQ^ Review. " One of the children's books that 
will surely become a classic." — N0NC0NF0RMiST.^i^i2g^ by GoOqIc 
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Kingsley {Z.)— continued, 

PHAETHON ; or, Loose Thoughts for Loose Thinkers. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 2j. 

" The dialogue of * Phaethon * has striking beauties ^ and its sugges- 
tions may meet half-way many a latent doubtf and, like a light 
breeze, lift from the soul clouds thcU are gathering Juavily, and 
threatening to settle down in misty gloom on the summer of many 
a fair and promising young life^ — SPECTATOR. 

POEMS ; including The Saint's Tragedy, Andromeda, Songs, 
Ballads, etc. Complete Collected Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6x. 

Canon Kingsley s poetical works have gained for their author, 
independently of his other works, a high and enduring place in 
literature, and are much sought after. The publishers have Jure 
collected the whole of them in a moderately-priced and handy 
volume. The Spectator calls *^ Andromeda ^^ *Uhe finest piece 
of English hexameter verse that hc^s ever been written. It is a 
volume which many readers will be glcui to possess," 



Kingsley (H.) — Works by Henry Kingsley : — 

TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-narrated. With Eight full-page 
Illustrations by Huard. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth« 
extra gilt. 5^. 

In this volume Mr. Henry Kingsley re-narrates, at the same time 
preserving much of the quaintness of the original, some of the most 
fascinating tales of travel contained in the collections of Hakluyt 
and others. The Contents are: — Marco Polo ; The Shipwreck 
of Pelsart; The Wonderful Adventures of Andrew Battel ; The 
Wanderings of a Capuchin ; Peter Carder ; The Preservation of 
the ** Terra Nova f* Spitzbergen ; D'' Ermenonvilli s Acclimatiza- 
tion Adventure; The Old Slave Trade; Miles Philips; The 
Sufferings of Robert Everard ; John Fox ; Alvaro Nunez; The 
Foundation of an Empire, **We knew no better book for those 
who want knowledge or seek to refresh it. As for the * sensational^ ' 
most novels are tame compared with these narratives,^* — Athe- 
naeum. ' * Exactly the book to interest and to do good to intelligent 
and high-spirited ^^j."— LITERARY CHURCHMAgQQQ[^ 
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Kingsley {li.)—continued. 

THE LOST CHILD. With Eight Illustrations by Frolich. 
Crown 4to. cloth gilt. y. 6d, 

This is an interesting story of a little boy, the son of an Amtralian 
shepherd and his wife^ who lost himself in the bushy and who wasy 
after mttch searching^ found dead far up a mountain-side. It 
contains many illustrations from the well-known pencil of Frolich. 
** A pathetic story ^ and told so as to give children an interest in 
Australian ways and scenery. "— Globe. * * Very charmingly and 
very touchingly told." —Satvkd AY Review. 

Knatchbull-Hugessen. — Works by E. H. Knatchbull- 

HUGESSEN, M.P. : — 

Mr. Knatchbull-Hugessen has won for himself a reputation- as an 
inimitable teller of fairy-tales. *^ His powers y* says the Times, 
*^ are of a very high order ; light and brilliant narrative flows 
from his pen, and is fed by an invention as graceful as it is inex- 
haustible.^^ ** Children reading his stories^" the Scotsman says^ 
" or hearing them read, will have their minds refreshed and inzd' 
^orated as much as thetr bodies would be by abundance of fresh 
air and exercise, " 

STORIES FOR MY CHILDREN. With Illustrations. Fourth 
Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^-. 

" The stories are charming, and full of life andjun." — Standard. 
" TTie author hcu an imagination as fattciful as Grimm himself 
while some of his stories are superior to anything that Hans Chris- 
tian Andersen has written." — Nonconformist. 

CRACKERS FOR CHRISTMAS. More Stories. With Illustra- 
tions by Jellicoe and Elwes. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. $s. 
** A fascinating little volume, which will make him friends in every 
household in which there are children," — Daily News. 

MOONSHINE: Fairy Tales. With Illustrations by W. Brunton. 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth gUt. ^s. 

Here will be found ^* an Ogre, a Dwarf, a Wizard, quantities of Elves 
and Fairies^ and several animals who speak like mortal men and 
wometi, " There are twelve stories and nine irresistible illustratikHs. 
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Knatchbull-Hugessen — continued, 

** A volume of fairy tales^ written not only for ungrown children, 
inttjor bigger, and if you are nearly worn out, or sick, or sorry, 
you will find it good reading. " — Graphic * * Tke most charming 
volume of fairy tales which we have ever read. . . . We cannot 
quit this very pleasant book without a word of praise to its illus- 
trator, Mr, Brunton from first to last has done admirably** — 
Times. 

TALES AT TEA-TIME. F^ry Stories. With Seven lUustra- 
tions by W. Brunton. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. 5j. 

Knatchbull-Hugessen (Louisa). — the history of 
PRINCE PERRYPETS. A Fairy Tale. By Louisa Knatch- 
bull-Hugessen. With Eight Illustrations by Weigand. 
Crown 4to. cloth gilt. 3J. 6</. 

Xiatham.— SERTUM SHAKSPERIANUM, Subnexis aliquot 
aliunde excerptis floribus. Latine reddidit Rev. H. Latham, 
M.A. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

besides versions of Shakespeare^ this volume contains, among other 
Jneces, Greg's ''Elegy," CampbelVs '' Hohenlinden** Wolfe's 
*' Buried of Sir John Moore" and selections from Cowper and 
George Herbert. 

Xremon.— THE legends of number nip. By Mark 
Lemon. With Illustrations by C. Keene. New Edition. Extra 
fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Life and Times of Conrad the Squirrel. A Story 

for Children. By the Author of "Wandering Willie," "Effie's 
Friends," &c. With a Frontispiece by R. Farren. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 3J. 6d. 

It is sufficient to commend this story of a Squirrel to the attention of 

readers y that it is by the author of the beautiful stories of ''Wan- 

dering Willie" and ''Effiis Friends." It is well calculated to 

make children take an intelligent and tender interest in the lower 

.animals. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 
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Xrittle Estella, and other Fairy Tales for the Young. Royal 
i6bio. 3^. 6d, 

" This is a fine story, and we thank heaven for not being too wise to 
enjoy itJ*^ — Daily News. 

Lowell. — A.MONG MY BOOKS. Six Essays. By J. R. Lowell. 
Dryden — Witchcraft — Shakespeare once More — New England 
Two Centuries Ago — Lessing — Rousseau and the Sentimentalists. 
Crown 8yo. 7j. dd. 

** We may safety say the volume is one of which our chief complaint 
must be that there is not more of it. There are good sense and lively 
feeling forcibly and tersely expressed in every page of his writing,'^ 
— Pall Mall Gazette. 

COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS of James Russell Lowell. 
With Portrait. One vol. i8mo. 

LytteltOQ. — ^Works by Lord Lyttelton :— 

THE "COMUS" OF MILTON, rendered mto Greek Verse. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

THE *' SAMSON AGONISTES" OF MILTON, rendered into 
Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6^. dd. 

" Classical in spirit , full of force, and true to the original,^* 
— Guardian. 

Macmillan's Magazine. — Published Monthly. Price is. 
Volumes I. to XXVI. are now ready, ^s. 6d. each. 

Macquoid. — patty. By Katherine S. Macquoid. Two 
vols. Crown 8vo. 21s, 

TJie Athen^um ** congratulates Mrs, Macquoid on having made 
a great step since the publication of her last navel,^^ and says 
this **is a graceful and eminently readable story " The Globe 
considers it ^* well -written, amtmng, and interesting, atid has the 
merit of being out of the ordinary run of novels J^ 

Marlitt (E.) THE COUNTESS GISELA. Translated from 

the German of E. Marlitt. Crown 8vo. *js, 6d, 
**A very beautiful story of German country life.^^ — Literary 
Churchman. Digitized by CiOOglc 
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Masson (Professor). — Works by David Masson, M.A,, 
Professor of Rhetoric and English Literature in the University 
of Edinburgh. (See also Biographical and Philosophical 
Catalogues.) 

BRITISH NOVELISTS AND THEIR STYLES. Being a Critical 
Sketch of the History of British Prose Fiction. Crown 8vo. 7j. 6d. 

** Valuable for its lucid analysis of fundamental principles y its breadth 
ofviewy and sustained animation ofstyleJ** — Spectator. **Mr, 
Masson sets before us with a bewitching ease and clearness which 
nothing but a perfect mastery of his subject could have rendered 
possible^ a large body of both deep and sound discriminative criticism 

on all the most memorable of our British novdists His 

brilliant and instructive booh,^*—] OHii Bull. 

Mazini.— IN THE GOLDEN SHELL ; A Story of Palermo, 
By Linda Mazini. With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. cloth gilt. 
4r. 6d. 

Merivale. — KEATS' HYPERION, rendered into Latin Verse. 
By C. Merivale, B.D. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
3J. 6d. 

Milner.— THE LILY OF LUMLEY. By Edith Milner, 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

'* The novel is a good one and decidedly worth the reading,''* — 
Examiner. **^ pretty, brightly-written storyJ^ — lAT^ViAVi 
Churchman. *'A tale possessing the deepest interest,'^ — Court 
Journal. 

Mistral (F.) — MIRELLE, a Pastoral Epic of Provence. Trans- 
lated by H. Crichton. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

" It would be hard to overpraise the sweetness and pleasing freshness 
of this charming epic, ^^ — Athen^UM. *^ A good translation of 
a poem that deserves to be known by oil students of literature and 
friends of old-world simplicity in story-telling.^* — NONCON- 
FORMIST. 

MR. PISISTRATUS BROWN, M.P., IN THE HIGHLANDS. 

New and Cheap Issue. Crown 8vo. 2j. 6^. ^.^.^^^ ^^ GoOqIc 
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** The book is calculated to recall pleasant memories of holidays well 
spent, and scenes not easily to be forgotten. To those who have 
never been in the Western Highlandsy or sailed along the Frith of 
Clyde and on the Western Cocut, it will seem almost like a fairy 
story. There is a charm in the volume which makes it anything 
but easy for a recuier who has opened it to put it down until the last 
page has been read" — SCOTSMAN. 

Mrs. Jerningham's Journal. A Poem purporting to be the 

Joiimal of a newly-married Lady. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 
y. 6d. 

^^ It is nearly a perfect gem* We have had nothing so good for a 
long time, and those who neglect to read it are neglecting one of 
the jewels of contemporary history" — Edinburgh Daily Re- 
view. ** One quality in the piece, sufficient of itself to claim a 
moment* s attention, is that it is unique — original, indeed, is not too 
strong a word — in the manner of its conception and execution, " 
— Pall Mall Gazette. 

Mitford (A. B.)— TALES OF OLD JAPAN. By A. B. 
MiTFORD, Second Secretary to the British Legation in Japan. 
With Illustrations drawn and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists. 
Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 2is, 

The old Japanese civilization is fast disappearing, and will, in a 
few years, be completely extinct. It was important, therefore, to 
preserve as far as possible trustworthy records of a state of society 
which, although venerable from its antiquity, hcts for Europeans 
the charm of novelty ; hence the series of narratives and legends 
translated by Mr, Mitford, and in which the Japanese are very 
judiciously left to tell their own tale. The two volumes comprise 
not only stories and episodes illustrative of Asiatic superstitions, 
but also three sermons. The Preface, Appendices, and Notes explain 
a number of local peculiarities ; the thirty^ne woodcuts are the 
genuine work of a native artist, who, unconsciously of course, has 
adopted the process first introduced by the early German masters. 
^^They will always be interesting cu memorials of a most exceptional 
society; while, regarded simply as tales, they are sparkling, sensa* 
tional, and dramatic, and the originality of their ideas and the 
quaintness of their language give them a most captivating piquaH^f, 
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T7u illustrations are extremely interesting, and for the curious in 
such matters have a special and particular value,*^ — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Myers (Ernest). — the puritans. By Ernest Myers. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth. 2s. 6d. 

*' It is not too much to call it a really grand poern, stately and dig' 
nifiedf and showing not only a high poetic mind, but also great 
power over poetic expressions*^ — Literary Churchman. 

Myers (F. W. H.)— poems. ByF. W. H. Myers. Con- 
taining "St. Paul," "St John," and others. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
4r. 6d, 

**It is rare to find a writer who combines to such an extent the faculty 
of communicating feelings with the faculty of euphonious expres- 
sion." — Spectator. "*•$"/. Paul ' stands without a rival as the 
noblest religious poem which has been written in an age which 
beyond any other has been prolific in this class of poetry. The sub- 
limest conceptions are 'expressed in language which, for richness ^ 
taste, and purity, we have never seen excelled^ — John Bull. 

Nine Years Old.— By the Author of "St. Olave's," "When I 
was a Little Girl," &c. Illustrated by Frolich. j^Thhd Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 4^. 6^?! 

It is believed that this story, by the fdvourably known author of 
" St. Olavis," will be found both highly interesting and instructive 
to the young. The volume contains eight graphic illustrations by 
Mr, L. Frolich. The Examiner says: *'Whet/ier the readers 
are nine years old, or twice, or seven times as old, they must enjoy 
this pretty volume," 

Noel.— BEATRICE, AND OTHER POEMS. By the Hon. 
RoDEN Noel. Fcap. Svo. 6j. 

"/?« impossible to read the poem through without being powerfully 
moved. There are passages in it which for intensity and tender- 
ness, dear and vivid vision, spontaneous and delicate sympathy, 
may be compared with the best efforts of our best living writers" 
— Spectator. " // is long since we have seen a volume of poems 
which has seemed to us so full of the real stuff of which we are 
made, and uttering so freely the deepest wants of this complicated 
.©^^."—British Quarterly digitized by GoOglc 



BELLES LETTRES. 27 



Norton.— Works by the Hon. Mrs. Norton .^-r- 

THE LADY OF LA GARAYK With Vignette and Frontispiece. 
New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4^". 6d, 

"A poem entirely unaffected^ perfectly original^ so true and yet so 
fanciful J so strong and yet so womanly, with painting so exquisite, 
a pure portraiture of the highest affections and the deeepest sorrows, 
and instilling a lesson true, simple, and sublimed* — DUBLIN 
University Magazine. * * Full of thought well expressed, and 
may be classed among her best efforts J^ — Times. 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. Cheap Edition. Globe 8vo. 2j. dd. 

** This varied and lively novel — this clever novel so full of character, 
and of fine incidental remark,'''' — SCOTSMAN. ^^ One of the 
pleasantest and healthiest stories of modern fiction,''^ — Globe. 

Oliphant. — Works by Mrs. Oliphant :— 

. AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New 
- Edition with Illustrations. Royal i6mo. gilt leaves. 41. 6^. 

** There are few books of late years more fitted to touch the heart, 
purify the feeling, and quicken and sustain right principles, ^^ — 
Nonconformist. ^* A more gracefully written story it is impos- 
sible to desire," — Daily News. 

A SON OF THE SOIL. Ndw Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s, 6d. 

*^ It is a very different work from the ordinary run of novels. 
The whole life of a man is portrayed in it, worked out with subtlety 
and insight,''^ — ATHENAEUM. ** With entire freedom from any 
sensational plot, there is enough of incident to give keen interest to 
the narrative, and make us feel as we read it that we have been 
spending a few hours with friends who will make our own lives 
better by their own noble purposes and holy living." — BRITISH 
Quarterly Review. 

Our Year. A Child's Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author 
of "John Halifax, Gentleman." Illustrated by Clarence 
DOBELL. Royal i6mo. 3^. Cd. 

**Itis just the book we could wish to see in the hands of every child,^* 
—English Churchman. Digitized by GoOglc 
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Olrig Grange* Edited by Hermann Kunst, PhiloL Professor. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. dr. dd, 

TTiis is a poem in six parts, each the utterance of a distinct person. It 
is the story of a young Scotchman of noble aims designed for the 
ministry i but who ** rent the Creed trying to fit it on" who goes to 
London to seek fame and fortune in literature^ and who returns de- 
feated to his old home in the north to die. The North British 
Daily Mail, in reviewing the work, speaks of it a^ affording 
" abounding evidence of genicd and generative faculty working in self 
decreed modes, A masterly and original power of impression y pour- 
ing itself forth in clear ^ sweet, strong rhythm, , , , Easy to cull, 
remarkable instances of thrilling fervour, oj glowing delicacy, of 
scathing and trenchant scorn, to point out the fine and firm discri- 
mination of character which prevails throughout, to dwell upon the 
ethical power and psychological truth which are exhibited, to note the 
skill with which the diverse parts of the poem are set in organic 
relation, . . . It is a fine poem, full of life, of mtisic, and of clear 
vision," 

Oxford Spectator, the. — Reprinted. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
y,(id. 

These papers, after the manner of Addison* s ** Spectator,** appeared 
in Oxford from Novetnber 1867 to December 1868, at intervals 
varying from two days to a week. They attempt to sketch several 
features of Oxford life from an undergraduate s point ofinew, and 
to give modern readings of books which undergraduates study. 
^^ There is," the Saturday Review says, ^^ all the old fun, the 
old sense of social ease and brightness and freedom, the old medley 
of tvork and indolence, of jest and earnest, that made Oxford life 
so picturesque." 

Palgrave (W. Gifford).— essays on eastern ques- 
tions. By W. Gifford Palgrave. 8vo. ioj. 6d, 

Contents : — Mahometanism in the Levant — The Mahometan 
Revival — The Turkomans and other Tribes of the North-East Turkish 
Frontier — Eastern Christians — The Monastery of Sumelas — The Ab- 
khasian Insurrection — The Poet Omar — The Brigand Ta' Abbet 

^^^"^•. Digitized by Google 
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Palgrave. — ^Works by Francis Turner Palgrave, M.A., late 
Fellow of Exeter College, Oxford : — 

ESSAYS ON ART. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6j. 

Mulready — Dyce — Holman Hunt — Herbert — Poetry," Prose, and Sen* 
sationalisminArt — Sculpture in England— The Albert Cross, 6^c. 
Most of these Essays have appeared in the Saturday Review 
and elsewhere : but they have been minutely revised, and in some 
cases almost re-writte^i, with the aim mainly of excluding matters of 
temporary interest, and softening down all asperities of censure. 
The main object of the book is, by examples taken chiefly from the 
works of contemporaries, to illustrate the truths, that art has fixed 
principles, of which any one may attain the knowledge who is not 
wanting in natural taste. Art, like poetry, is addressed to the 
world at large, not to a specicdjury of professional masters. * * In 
many respects the truest critic w^^az/^."— Literary Churchman. 

THE FIVE DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH 
GRANGE. A Book for Children. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hughes and Engraved Title-page by Jeens. Small 4to. cloth 
extra. 6j. 

** If you want a really good book for both sexes and all ages, buy 
this, as handsome a volume of tales as you'll find in all the 
market. " — ATHENiEUM. * ^Exquisite both inform and substance, ' * 
— Guardian. 

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. df. 

*M volume of pure quiet verse, sparkling with tender melodies, and 
alive with thoughts of genuine poetry, . . . Turn, where we wUl 
throughout the volume, we find traces of beauty, tenderness, and 
truth ; true pod's work, touched and refined by the master-hand of 
a real artist, who shows his genius even in trifies," — Standard. 

ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enlarged, i8mo. is, 6d, 

** So choice, so perfect, and so refined, so tender in feeling, and so 
scholarly in expression, that we look with special interest to every- 
thing that he gives us.'' — Literary Churchman. 

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS. 
Edited by F. T. Palgrave. See Golden Treasure Series. 

igitized by vJ 
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Palgrave — continued, 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F. T. 
Palgrave. Gem Edition. With Vignette Tide by Jeens. y,6d, 

** For minute elegance no volume could possibly excel the * Gem 
Edition: "—Scotsman. 

Parables.— TWELVE parables of our lord, iuus- 

trated in Colours from Sketches taken in the East by McEniry, 
with Frontispiece from a Picture by John Jellicoe, and Illumi- 
nated Texts and Borders. Ro3raI 4to. in Ornamental Binding. i6x. 

The Scotsman calls this ^^ one of the most superb books of the 
season^ The richly and tastefully illuminated borders are from 
the Brevario Grimani, in St. MarHs Library^ Venice, The 
Times calls it ^* one of the most beautiful of modern pictorial 
works; " while the Graphic says *' nothing in this style, so good, 
has ever before been published, " 

Fatmorc— THE angel in the house. By Coventry 
Patmors. 

Book I. The Betrothal ; Book IL The Espousals ; Book III. 
Faithful for Ever, The Victories of Love, Tarnerton Church 
Tower, Two Vols. Fcap. 8vo. 12s, 

" A style combining much of the homeliness of Crabbe, with sweeter 
music and a far higher range of thought," — Times, "//j merit 
is more than sufficient to cucountfor its success. , . , Inits manly 
and healthy cheer ^ the * Angel in the House * is an effectual protest 
against the morbid poetry of the a^^."— Edinburgh Review. 
** We think his * Angel in the House * would be a good wedding-gift 
to a bridegroom from his friends; though, whenever it is read with 
a right view of its aim, we believe it will be found itself more or 
less, of an angel in the house," — Fraser's Magazine. 

A New and Cheap Edition in One Vol, iSmo., beautifully 
printed on toned paper, price 2s, 6d, 

Pember. — ^THE tragedy of LESBOS. a Dramatic Poem. 
By E. H Pember. Fcap. 8vo. 4s, 6dr 

Founded upon the story of Sappho, ' 'He telis his story with dramatic 
force, and in language that often rises almost to grandeur, ^^ — 

ATHEViEUM. 
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Poole.— PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST 
OF ENGLAND. By Margaret E. Poole. New and Cheaper 
i Edition. With Frontispiece by R. Farren. Crown 8vo. y, 6d. 

" Charming stories of peasant life^ written in something of George 
Eliofs style. . . . Her stories could not be other than they are, as 
literal as truths as romantic as fiction^ full of pathetic touches 
and strokes of genuine humour* . . . All the stories are studies 
of actual lifcy executed with no mean art,'''* — Times. 

Population of an Old Pear Tree. From the French 

of E. Van Bruyssel. Edited by the Author of "The Heir of 
Redclyffe." With Illustrations by Becker. Crown 8vo/ gilt 
edges, dr. 

" This is not a regular book of natural history , but a description of 
all the living creatures that came and went in a summet^s day 
beneath an old pear tree, observed by eyes that had for the nonce 
become microscopic^ recorded by a pen that finds dramas in every- 
things and illustrated by a dainty pencil. . . . We can hardly 
fancy anyone with a moderate turn for the curiosities of insect 
life, or for delicate French esprit, not being taken by these clever 
sketches. " — GUARDIAN. * ^A whimsical and charming little book. " 

— ^AXHENiEUM. 

Portfolio of Cabinet Pictures. — obiong folio, price 42s. 

This is a handsome portfolio containing faithfully executed and 
beautifully coloured reproductions of five well-known pictures : — 
" Childe Harold's Pilgrimage'' and " The Fighting Thnhaire,'' 
by y. M. W. Turner ; ** Crossing the Bridge^"* by Sir W. A, 
Callcott; *• The Cornfield,'' by John Constable; and '' A Land- 
scape^" by Birket Foster. The DAILY News says of them, 
" They are very beautifully executed, and might be framed and 
hung up on the wall, as creditable substitutes for the originals." 

Raphael of Urbino and his Father Giovanni 

SANTI.— By J. D. Passavant, formerly Director of the 
Museum at Frankfort. Illustrated. Royal 8vo. cloth gilt, gilt 
edges, xis. 6d, ' r^ ^1 

^ Digitized by LiOOgle 
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To the enlarged French edition of Herr Passavan^s Life of Raphael ^ 
that painter' s admirers have turned whenever they have sought for 
information ; and it will doubtless remain for many years the best 
book of reference on all questions pertaining to the great painter. 
The present work consists of a translation of those parts of Passa- 
van^s volumes which are most likely to interest the general reader. 
Besides a complete life of Raphael it contains the valuahle descrip' 
tions of all his known paintings, and the Chronological Index , 
which is of so much service to amateurs who wish to study the pro- 
gressive character of his works. The illustrations, twenty in 
number, by Woodbury's new permanent process of photography^ 
are from the finest engravings that could be procured, and have been 
chosen with the intention of giving examples of RaphaeVs various 
styles of painting. ** There will be found in the volume almost all 
that the ordinary student or critic would require to learnt" Art 
Journal. ** It is most beautifully and profusely illustrated" — 
Saturday Review. 

Realmah. — By the Author of " Friends in Council." Crown 8vo. 
6s. 

Rhoades. — poems. By James Rhoades. Fcap. 8vo. 4^. 6d, 

Contents : — Ode to Harmony ; To the Spirit of Unrest ; Ode to 
Winter; The Tunnel; To the Spirit of Beauty; Song of a Leaf; 
By the Rother ; An Old Orchard; Love and Rest; TTie Flowers 
Surprised; On the Death of Artemus Ward; The Two Paths ; 
The Ballad of Little Maisie ; Sonnets, 

Richardson. — THE ILIAD OF THE EAST. A Selection ot 
Legends drawn from Valmiki's Sanskrit Poem, **The Ramayana." 
By Frederika Richardson. Crown 8vo. ^s. 6d, 

" // is impossible to read it without recognizing the value and interest 
of the Eastern epic. It is as fascinating as a fairy tale, this 
romantic poem of India. " — Globe. * * A charming volume which 
at once enmeshes the reader in its snares.*^ — Athen^eum. 

Roby.— STORY OF A HOUSEHOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. 
By Mary K. Roby. Fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 
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Rogers. — Works by J. E. Rogers : — 

RIDICULA REDIVIVA. Old Nursery Rhymes. Illustrated in 
Colours, with Ornamental Cover. Crown 4to. 6j'. 
*' The most splendid^ and at the same time the most really meritorious 
of the books specially intended for childre7t, that we have seen," — 
Spectator. " These large bright pictures will attract children to 
really good and honest artistic work, and that ought not to be an 
indifferent consideration with parents who propose to educate their 
children" — Pall Mall Gazette. 

MORES RIDICULI. Old Nursery Rhymes. Illustrated in Colours, 
with Ornamental Cover. Crown 4to. 6s, 

" These world-old rhymes have never had and need never wish for 
a better pictorial setting than Mr. Rogers has given them" — 
Times. ** Nothing could be quainter or more absurdly comical 
than most of the pictures, which are all carefully executed and 
beauttfullv coloured." — Globe. 

Rossetti. — Works by Christina Rossetti : — 

GOBLIN MARKET, AND OTHER POEMS. With two Designs 
by D. G. Rossetti. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5j. 
**She handles her little marvel with that rare poetic discrimination 
which neither exhausts it of its simple wonders by pushing sym- 
bolism too far, nor keeps those wonders in the merely fabulous and 
capricious stage. In fact, she has produced a true children*s poem, 
which is far more delightful to the mature than to children^ though 
it would be delightful to at//."— Spectator. 

THE PRINCE'S PROGRESS, AND OTHER POEMS. With 
two Designs by D. G. Rossetti. Fcap. 8vo. dr. 
" Miss RossettV s poems are of the kind which recalls Shelley's defini- 
tion of Poetry as the record of the best and happiest moments of the 
best and happiest minds. . . . They are like the piping of a bird 
on the spray in the sunshine, or the quaint singing with which a 
child amuses itself when it forgets that anybody is listening," — 
Saturday Review. 

Runaway (The), a story for the Young. By the Author of 
" Mrs. Jemingham's Journal." With Illustrations by J. Lawson. 
Globe 8vo. gilt. 4^. dd. Digitized by GoOglc 
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Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls. With a Frontis- 
piece. Fourth Edition. Royal i6mo. y, 6d, 
** IVe wish all the school girls and home-taught girls in the land had 
the opportunity of reading it" — Nonconformist. 

Scouring of the White Horse; or, the Long 

VACATION RAMBLE OF A LONDON CLERK. Illustrated 
by Doyle. Imp. i6mo. Cheaper Issue. 3j'. 6d, 

** A glorious tale of summer Joy." — Freeman. " There is a genial 
hearty lije about the book." — ^JoHN Bull. " The execution t> 
excellent. . . . Like * Tom BrowtCs School Days^ the * White 
Horst^ gives the reader a feeling of gratitude and personal esteem 
towards the author."— Saturday Review. 

Sceley (Professor). — LECTURES and ESSAYS. By 

J. R. Seeley, M.A. Professor of -Modem History in the 
University of Cambridge. 8vo. los. 6d, 

Contents : — Roman Imperialism : I. The Great Roman Revolu- 
tion; 2. The Proximate Cause of the Fall of the Roman Empire ; 
3. The Later Empire. — Milton's Political Opinions — Milton* s 
Poetry — Elementary Principles in Art — Liberal Education in 
Universities— English in Schools — The Church as a Teacher of 
Morality — The Teaching of Politics: an Inaugural Lecture de- 
livered at Cambridge. " He is the master of a clear and pleasant 
style, great facility of expression, and a considerable range ofillus- 
traiion. . . . The criticism is always acute, the description always 
graphic and continuous, and the matter of each essay is carefully 
arranged with a view to unity of effect." — Spectator. ** His 
book will be full of interest to all thoughtful readers." — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

Shairp (Principal)/^ — KILMAHOE, a Highland Pastoral, with 
other Poems. By John Campbell Shairp, Principal of the 
United College, St. Andrews. Fcap. 8vo. 5j. 

** Kilmahoe is a Highland Pastoral y redolent of the warm soft air 
of the western lochs and moors, sketched out with remarkable 
grace andpicturesqueness:'—SKT}3KT>KY RgjV^^Ejy^^ GoOglc 



BELLES LETTRES. 35 

Shakespeare. — The Works of William Shakespeare. Cam- 
bridge Edition. Edited by W. George Clark, M.A. and W. 
Aldis Wright, M.A. • Nine vols. 8vo. Cloth. 4/. 145. dd. 
This, now acknowledged to be the standard edition of SJiakespeare^ is 
the result of many years^ study and research on the part of the 
cucomplished Editors^ assisted by the suggestions and contributions 
of Shakespearian students in all parts of the coufitry. The following 
are the distinctive characta'istics of this edition : — I. The text is 
based on a thorough collation of the four Folios^ and of all the 
Quarto editions of the separate plays ^ and of subsequent editions and 
commentaries. 2. All the results of this collation are given in notes 
at the foot of the page, together with the conjectural emendations 
collected and suggested by the Editors, or furnished by their cor- 
respondents, so as to give the reader a complete view of the existing 
materials out of which the text Jtas been constructed, or may be 
amended. 3. Where a quarto edition dij/ers materially from the 
received text, the text of the quarto is printed literatim in a smaller 
type after the received text. 4. The lines in each scene are num- 
bered separately, so as to facilitate reference. 5. At the end of each 
play a few notes, critical, explanatory, and illustrative, are added. 
6. The Poems^ edited on a similar plan, are printed at the end 
of the Dramatic IForks. The Preface contains some notes on 
Shakespearian Grammar, Spelling, Metre, and Punctuation^ and 
a history of all the chief editions from the Poefs time to the present. 
The Guardian calls it an ^^ excellent, and, to the student, almost 
indispensable edition f^ and the Examiner calls it **an unrivalled 
edition. " 

Shakespeare's Tempest. Edited with Glossariar and Ex- 
planatory Notes, by the Rev. J. M. Jephson. Second Edition. 
iSmo. is. 

This is an edition for use in schools. The introduction treats briefly 
of the value of language, the fable of the play and otfier points. 
The notes are intended to teach the student to analyse every obscure 
sentence and trace out the logical sequence of the poe^s thoughts ; 
to point out the rules of Shakespear^s versification; to^ explain 
obsolete words and meanings ; and to guide the students taste by 
directing his attention to such passages as seem especially worthy 
of note for their poetical beauty or truth to nature. The text is in 
the main founded upon that of the fir^t collected edition of Shake* 
spear^ splays. * Digitized by Google 
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Smith. — POEMS. By Catherine Barnard Smith. Fcap. 
8vo. Sj. 

** Wealthy in feelingy meanings finish, and grace ; not without passion^ 
which is suppressed, but the keener for that, " — Athenaeum. 

Smith (Rev. Walter).— hymns of Christ and the 

CHRISTIAN LIFE. By the Rev. Walter C. Smith, M.A. 
Fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

** These are among the srveetest sacred poems we have read for a long 
time. With no profuse imagery, expressing a range of feeling 
and expression by no means uncommon, they are true and elevaied, 
and their pathos is profound and simple,''^ — NONCONFORMIST. 

Spring Songs. By a West Highlander. With a Vignette 
Illustration by Gourlay Steele. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 

** Without a trace of affectation or sentimentalism, these utterances 
are perfectly simple and natural, profoundly human and pro- 
foundly true,^^ — Daily News. 

Stephen (C. E.)— the service of the POOR; being 
an Inquiry into the Reasons for and against the Establishment of 
Religious Sisterhoods for Charitable Purposes. By Caroline 
Emilia Stephen. Crown 8vo. ds. 6d. 

Miss Stephen defines religious Sisterhoods as *^ associations, the organi- 
zation of which is based upon the assumption that works of charity 
are either CLcts of worship in themselves, or means to an end^ 
that end being the spiritual welfare of the objects or the performers 
' of those works, ^' Arguing from that point of view, she devotes the 
first part of her volume to a brief history of religious associations, 
taking cu specimens — /. The Deaconesses of the Primitive Church ; 
II. the Brines; III, the Third Order of S. Francis; IV. the 
Sisters of Charity of S, Vincent de Paul ; V, the Deaconesses op 
Modem Germany, In the secotid part. Miss Stephen attempts to 
show what are the real wants met by Sisterhoods, to what extent th£ 
same wants may be effectually met by the organization of corre* 
spanding institutions on a secular basis, and what are the reasons 
for endeavouring to do so, * ^It touches incidentally and with much 
wisdom and tenderness on so many of the relations of women, par- 
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ticularly of single women^ with society ^ that it may be read with 
advantage by many who have never thought of etitering a Siste?- 
hood. "— Spectator. 

Stephens (J. B.)— CONVICT ONCE. A Poem. By J. Br UN- 
TON Stephens. Extra fcap. 8vo. y, 6d. 

A tale of sin and sorrow, purporting to be the confession of Mag' 
dalen Paiuer, a convict first, and then a teacher in one of tlie Aus- 
tralian Settlements ; the narrative is supposed to be written by 
Hyacinth, a pupil of Magdalen Power, and the victim of her 
jealousy. The metre of the poem is the same as that of Long- 
felloTJi/s ^^ Evangeline.'*' ** It is as far more interesting than 
ninety-nine novels out of a hundred, as it is superior to them in 
power, worth, and beauty. We should most strongly advise every- 
body to read * Convict Once.* " — WESTMINSTER REVIEW. 

Stray Leaves. By C. E.M. Extrafcap. 8vo. 3^. 6d, Contents :— 
** His and Mine "— " Night and Day*'—" One of Many," &c. 
This little volume consists of a number of poems, mostly of a genuinely 
devotional character. ** They are for the most part so exquisitely 
sweet and delicate as to be quite a marvel of composition. They are 
worthy of being laid up in the recesses of the heart, and recalled to 
memory from time to time.** — Illustrated London News. 

Streets and Lanes of a City : Being the Reminlscences- 
of Amy Button. With a Preface by the Bishop of Salis 
BURY. Second and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. 2j. dd. 

This little volume records^ to use the words of the Bishop of Salis 
bury, ^^ a portion of the experience, selected out of overflowings 
materials, of two ladies, during several years of devoted work as 
district parochial visitors in a large population in the north of 
England** Every incident narrated is absolutely true, and only 
the names of the persons introduced have been (necessarily) changed. 
The *^ Reminiscences of Amy Dutton** serve to illustrate the line 
of argument adopted by Miss Stephen in her work on * V/fe Service 
of the Poor,** because they show that as in one aspect the lady visitor 
may be said to be a link between rich and poor, in another she kelps 
to blend the *^^ religious** life with the *^^ secular,** and in both does 
service of extreme value to the Church and Nation, ** One of the 
most really striking books that has ever come before us. ' /-=*LiTER|AR,Y. 
Churchman. ° Q' '^"^ ^^ V^OOglC 
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Symonds (J. A., M.D.)— miscellanies. By John 

Addington Symonds, M.D. Selected and Edited, with an 
Introductory Memoir, by his Son. 8vo. 7^. 6d, 

The late Dr, Symonds ^ of Bristol, was a man oj singularly versatile 
and elegant as well as powerful and scientific intellect. In order 
to make this selection from his many works generally interesting, the 
editor has confined himself to works of pure literature, and to such 
scientific studies as had a general philosophical or social interest. 
Among the general subjects are articles on the Principles of Beauty, 
on Knowledge ^ and a Life of L>r. Pritchard ; among the Scientific 
Studies are papers on Sleep and Dreams, Apparitions, tJie Relations 
between Mind and Muscle, Habit, etc, ; tJiere are several papers on 
the Social and Political Aspects of Medicine ; and a few Poems and 
Translations, selected from a great number of equa merit, have been 
inserted at the end, as specimetts of the lighter literary recreations 
which occupied the intervals of leisure in a long aftd laborious life. 
** Mr. Symonds has certainly done right in gathering together what 
his father left behind him.''— ^a'£\5^t>k^ Review. 

Thring. — SCHOOL SONGS. A Collection of Songs for Schools. 
With the Music arranged for four Voices. Edited by the Rev. E. 
Thring and H. Riccius. Folio, yr. (>d. 

There is a tendency in schools to stereotype the forms of life. Any 
genial solvent is valuable. Games do much ; but games do not 
penetrate to domestic life, and are much limited by age. Music 
supplies the want. The collection includes the ** Agnus Dei,** 
Tefinyson*5 ''^ Light Brigade,'* Macaulafs "Ivry,** etc. among other 
pieces. 

Tom Brown's School Days. — By An Old Boy. 

Golden Treasury Edition, 4f. 6d. People's Edition, 2s. 

With Sixty Illustrations, by A. Hughes and Sydney Hall, 

Square, cloth extra, gilt edges, los. 6d. 
With Seven Illustrations by the same Artists, Crown 8vo. 6s. 

** IVe have read and re-read this book with unmingled pleasure. . . . 
We have carefully guarded ourselves against any tampering with 
our critical sagacity, and yet have been compelled again and again 
to exclaim. Bene I OptimeP* — London Quarterly Review. 
** An exact picture of the bright side of a Rugby boy*s experiel^^ 
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told with a life, a spirit ^ and a fond minuteness of detail and recol- 
lection which is infinitely honourable to the author" — EDINBURGH 
Review. ** The most famous boy's book in the language.^' — 
Daily News. 

^Om Brown at Oxford. — New Edition. With Illustrations 
Crown 8vo. 6j. 

** In no other work that we can call to mind are the finer qualities of 
the English gentleman more happily portrayed^ — Daily News. 
^^A book of great power and truth''— '^h.iio^KL Review. 

Trench. — Works by R. Chenevix Trench, D.D., Archbbhop 
of Dublin. (For other Works by this Author, see Theological, 
Historical, and Philosophical Catalogues.) 

POEMS. Collected and arranged anew. Fcap. 8vo. yj. 6</. 

ELEGIAC POEMS. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. zs,(id, 

CALDERON'S LIFE'S A DREAM: The Great Theatre of the 
World. With an Essay on his Life and Genius. Fcap. 8vo. 
4r. dd, 

HOUSEHOLD BOOK OF ENGLISH POETRY. Selected and 
arranged, with Notes, by Archbishop Trench. Second Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. y. 6^. 

This volume is called a ** Household Book" by this name implying 
that it is a book for all — that there is nothing in it to prevent it 
from being confidently placed in the hands oj every member of the 
Jumsehold, Specimens of all classes of poetry are given^ including 
•selections frotn living authors. The editor has aimed to produce 
a book ** which ihe emigrant, finding room for little not absolutely 
necessary, might yet find room for in his trunk, and the traveller 
in his knapsack, and that on some narrow shelves where there are 
few books this might be one,** " The Archbishop has conferred in 
this delightful volume an important gift on the whole English- 
speaking population of the world." — Pall Mall-Gazette. 

SACRED LATIN POETRY, Chiefly Lyrical Selected and 
arranged for Use. hy Archbishop Trench. Second Edition, 
Corrected and Improved. Fcap. 8vo. ^s, Digitized by vjOOQ Ic 
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" TTie aim of the present volume is to offer to members of our English 
Church a collection of the best sacred Latin poetry ^ such as they 
shall be able entirely attd heartily to accept and approve — a collection^ 
that iSf in which they shall not be evermore liable to be offended, and 
to have the current of their sympathies checked, by comift^ upon that 
which, however beautiful as poetry, out of higher respects they must 
reject and condemn — in which, too, they shall not fear that snares 
are being laid for them, to entangle them unawares in admiration 
for aught which is inconsistent with their faith and fealty to their 
own spiritual mother.** — Preface. 

JUSTIN MARTYR, AND OTHER POEMS. Fifth Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. 6j. 

Trollope (Anthony). — SIR harry hotspur of 

HUMBLETHWAITE. By Anthony Trollope, Author of 

** Framley Parsonage," etc. Cheap Edition. Globe 8vo. 2j. 6^. 

The Times says: ^^ In this novel we are glad to recognize a return 

to what we must call Mr. Trollops s old form. The characters 

are drawn with vigour and boldness, and the book may do good 

to many readers of both sexes^ The ATUEiiMU u remarks : ^*Nb 

reader who begins to read this book is likely to lay it down until 

the last page is turned. This brilliant novel appears to us decidedly 

more successful than any other of Mr. Trollop^ s shorter stories.** 

Turner. — Works by the Rev. Charles Tennyson Turner : — 
SONNETS. Dedicated to his Brother, the Poet Laureate. Fcap. 
8vo. 4J. 6d. 

" The Sonnets are dedicated to Mr. Tennyson by his brother, andhave^ 
independently of their merits, an interest of association. They both 
love to write in simple expressive Saxon ; both love to touch their 
imagery in epithets rather than in formal similes ; both have a 
delicate perception of rhythmical movemetit, and thus Mr, Turner 
has occasional lines which, for phrase and music, might be ascribed 
to his brother, , . He knows the haunts of the wild rose, the shady 
nooks where light quivers through the leaves, the ruralities, in shorty 
of the land of imagination.** — ATHENiEUM. 

SMALL TABLEAUX. Fcap. 8vo. 4^.6^. 

** Tftese brief poems have not only a peculiar kind of interest for 
the student of English poetry, but are intrinsically delightful^ and 
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will reward a careful and frequent perusal. Full of ndrvetiy piety, 
lovey and knowledge of natural objects, and each expressing a single 
and generally a simple subject by means of minute and original 
pictorial touches, these Sonnets have a place of their own.*' — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

Vittoria Colonna.— LIFE AND POEMS. By Mrs. Henry 
RoscoE. Crown 8vo. 9J. 

The life of Vu.orta Colonna, the celebrated Marchesa di Pescara, 
has received but cursory notice from any Eni:[lish writer, though 
in every history of Italy her name is mentioned with great honour 
among the poets of the sixteenth century, " In three hundred and 
fifty years, '''^ .■»iys her biographer, Visconti, ^^ there has been no other 
Italian lady who can be compared to her,** ^^ It is written with 
good taste, with quick and intelligent sympathy, occasionally with 
a real freshness and charm of style** — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Volunteer's Scrap Book. By the Author of " The Cam- 
bridge Scrap Book." Crown. 4to. *}s. iyd. 

**A genial and clever caricaturist in whom we may often perceive 
through small details that he has as proper a settse of the graceful 
as of the ludicrous. The author might be and probably is a 
Volunteer himself, so kindly is the mirth he makes of all the inci- 
dents and phrases of the drill-ground.'*' — Examiner. 

Wandering Willie. By the Author of " Effie's Friends," and 
"John Hatherton." Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

" This is an idyll of rare truth and beauty. . . . The story is simple 
and touching, the style of extraordinary delicacy, precision, and 
picturesqueness, , , , A charming gift-book for young ladies not 
yet promoted to novels, and will amply repay those of their elders 
who may give an hour to its perusal,*' — Daily News. 

Webster, — Works by Augusta Webster :r— 

** If Mrs. Webster only remains true to herself, she will assuredly 
take a higher rank as a poet than any woman has yet done" — 
Westminster Review. ^.^^^^^^^ ^y GoOglc 
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Webster. — continued. 
DRAMATIC STUDIES. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

** A volume as strongly marked by perfect taste cts by poetic power. ^^^^ 
Nonconformist. 

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 8vo. y, 6d. 

*^ Mrs, Webster has shown us that she is able to draw admirably 
from the lije ; that she can observe with subtlety^ and render her 
observations with delicacy ; that she can impersonate complex con- 
ceptions and venture into which few living writers can follow her" 
— Guardian. 

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6^. 

** Mrs. JVebster's poems exhibit simplicity and tenderness . . . her 
taste is perfect . ^ . This simplicity is combined with a subtlety oj 
thought, feelings attd observation which demand that attention which 
only real lovers of poetry are apt to bestow.^* — Westminster 
Review. 

PROMETHEUS BOUND OF iESCHYLUS. Literally translated 

into English Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3^. (>d. 

" Closeness and simplicity combined with literary skill.** — Athe- 
NiEUM. ** Mrs. JVebster's ^Dramatic Studies^ and * Tramlatwn 
of Prometheus ' have won for her an hofiourable place among our 
female poets. She writes with remarkable vigour and dramatic 
recUizationy and bids fair to be the most successful claimant of Mrs. 
Brownings mantle*^ — British Quarterly Review. 

MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. Literally translated into English 
Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3^. dd, 

** Mrs. Webster s translation surpasses our utmost expectations. It is 
a photograph of the original without any of that harshness which 
so often accompanies a photograph." —'^BSTM.UiSTS.K Review. 

THE AUSPICIOUS DAY. A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 5^. 

^Vestminste^ Plays. Lusus Alteri Westmonasterienses, Sive 
Prolog! et Epilogi ad Fabulas in S*^ Petri Collegio : actas qui Ex- 
stabant collecti et justa quoad licuit annorum serie ordinati, quibus 
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accedit Declamationum quae vocantur et Epigrammatum Delectus. 
Curantitms J. Mure, A.M., H. Bull, A.M., C. B. Scott, B.D. 
8vo. I2s. 6d. 
Idem. — Pars Secunda, 1820 — 1864. Quibus accedit Epigrammatum 
Delectus. 8vo. 15^. 

When I was a Little Girl. STORIES FOR CHILDREN. 

By the Author of **St. Olave's.'* Fourth Edition. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 4J. (>d. With Eight Illustrations by L. Frolich. 

*^^ At the head, and a long way ahead, of all books for girls, we 
place * When I was a Little Girl.' "—Times. *' It is one oftlie 
choicest morsels of child-biography which we have met zvith." — 
Nonconformist. 

Wollaston.— LYRA DEVONIENSIS. ByT. V. Wollaston, 
M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

^^ It is the work of a man of refined taste, of deep religious sentiment, 
a true artist, and a good Christian." — Church Times. 

Woolner.— MY BEAUTIFUL LADY. By Thomas Woolner. 

With a Vignette by Arthur. Huches. Third Edition. Fcap. 

8vo. 5j. 

" It is clearly the product of no idle hour, but a highly-conceived and 
faithfully-executed task, self-imposed, and prompted by that inward 
yearning to utter great thoughts, and a wealth of passionate feeling, 
which is poetic genius. No man can read this poem without being . 
struck by the fitness and finish of the workmanship, so to speak, as 
well as by the chastened and unpretending loftiness of thought 
which pervades the whole," — GLOBE. 

Words from the Poets. Selected by the Editor of " Rays 
of Sunlight." With a Vignette and Frontispiece. i8mo. limp., is. 
** 77ie selection aims at popularity, and deserves it.** — Guardian. 

Wyatt (Sir M. Digby).— FINE ART : a Sketch of its 
History, Theory, Practice, and application to Industry. A Course 
of Lectures delivered before the University of Cambridge. By 
Sir M. DiGBY Wyatt, M.A. Slade Professor of^ine Ajrt. 

8V0. ICXr. 6^. Digitized by LjOOgie 
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"An excellmt handbook for the student of art. "—Graph IC. " The 
book abounds in valuable matter^ and will therefore be read with 
pleasure and profit by lovers of ar/."— Daily News. 

Yonge (C. M.) Works by Charlotte M. Yonge. (See also 

Catalogue of Works in History, and Educational 
Catalogue.) 

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. Nineteenth Edition. With lUus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

HEARTSEASE. Twelfth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. 6j. 

THE DAISY CHAIN. Eleventh Edition. With lUustrations. 
Crown 8vo. df. 

THE TRIAL: MORE LINKS OF THE DAl'SY CHAIN. 
Sixth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown Svo. 6j. 

DYNEVOR TERRACK Fifth Edition, Crown Svo. 6j. 

HOPES AND FEARS. Fourth Edition. Crown Svo. 6j. 

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. Third Edition. Crown Svo. 6x. 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. Third Edition. 
Crown Svo. 6/. 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. 6j. 

" We think the authoress of * 7^ Heir of Redclyffe ' has surpassed 
her previous efforts in this illuminated chronicle of the olden time,'* 
— British Quarterly. 

THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. Second Edition. Crown Svo. 6*. 
'* Prettily and tenderly written, and will with young people especially 
be a great favourite.** — Daily News. "Everybody should read 
this.** — Literary Churchman. 

,THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS; OR, THE WHITE AND 
BLACK RIBAUMONT. Crown Svo. df. New Edition.|e 
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Yonge (C. M.) — continued. 

**" Miss Yonge has brought a lofty aim as well as high art to the con^ 
struction of a story which may claim a place among the best efforts 
in historical romance.''— M.OKN in G Post. ** The plot, in truth, 
is of the very first order oj merit.'' — Spectator. " We have 
seldom read a more charming story." — Guardian. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of the Last Crusade. 
Illustrated. i8mo. 3^. 6^. 

" A tale which, we are sure, will give pleasure to many others besides 
the young people for whom it is specially intended. . . . This 
extremely prettily -told story does not require the guarantee afforded 
by the name of the author of * The Heir of Redclyffe' on the title- 
page to ensure its becoming a universal favourite." — DUBLIN 
Evening Mail. 

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. New Edition, with Coloured 
Illustrations. i8mo, 4J. (}d, 

" The illustrations are very spirited and rich in colour, and the 
story can hardly fail to charm the youthful reader " — Manchester 
Examiner. 

THE LITTLE DUKE: RICHARD THE FEARLESS.* New 
Edition. Illustrated. i8mo. 3X. dd. 

A STOREHOUSE OF STORIES. First and Second Series. 
Globe Svo. 3 J. dd. each. 

Contents of First Series : — History of Philip Quarll-^ 
Goody Twoshoes — The Governess — Jemima Placid — The Perambu- 
lations of a Mouse — The Village School — The Little Queen — 
History of Little Jack. 

*' Miss Yonge has done great service to the infantry of this generation 
by putting these eleven stories of sage simplicity within their reach.*' 
— British Quarterly Review. 

Contents of Second Series : — Family Stories — Elements of 
Morality — A Puzzle for a C'urious Girl — Blossoms of Morality. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND ALL 
COUNTRIES. Gathered and Narrated Anew. New Edition, 
with Twenty Illustrations by Frolich. Crown Svo. cloth gilt. 6x. 
(See also Golden Treasury Series). Cheap Editioar Ji^^^i^ 
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Yonge (C. "M,.)— continued, 

** We have seen no prettier gift-book for a long time^ and none which, 
both for its cheapness and the spirit in which it has been compiled, 
is more deserving of praise,*^ — Athen.eum. 

LITTLE LUCY'S WONDERFUL GLOBE Pictured by 
Frolich, and narrated by Charlotte M. Yonge. Second 
Edition. Crown 4to. cloth gilt. 6j. 

Miss Yonge's wonderful *^ knack ^* oj instructive story-telling to 
children is well known. In this volume^ in a manner which 
cannot but prove interesting to all boys and girls, she manages 
to convey a wonderful amount of information concerning most of 
the countries of the world ; in this she is considerably aided by the 
twenty four telling pictures of Mr. Frolich. ** * Lucy's Wonderful 
Globe ' is capital, and will give its youthful readers more idea of 
foreign countries and customs than any number of books of geography 
or travel.** — Graphic. 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From RoLLO to 
Edward II. Extra fcap. 8vo. $s. Second Edition, enlarged. 

A Second Series. THE WARS IN FRANCE. Extra fcap. 
8vo. Sj. 

The endeavour has not been to chronicle facts, but to put together a 
series of pictures of persons and events, so as to ai'rest the attention, 
and give some individuality and distinctness to the recollection, by 
gathering together details at the most memorable moments. Tfie 
** Cameos** are intended as a book for young people just beyond the 
elementary histories of England, and able to enter in some degree 
into the real spirit of events, and to be struck with characters and 
scenes presented in some relief ** Instead of dry details^* says the 
Nonconformist, *^ we have living pictures, faithful, vivid, and 
striking.** 

P's and Q's : Or, THE QUESTION OF PUTTING UPON. 
With Illustrations by C. O. Murray. Globe 8vo. cloth gilt 
4J. 6d. 

Young.— MEMOIR OF CHARLES MAYNE YOUNG, 
Tragedian. With Extracts from his Son's Journal. By Julian 
Charles Young, M, A., Rector of Ilmington. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. ^s. 6d, With Portraits and Sketches.|^^ 
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** There is hardly a page of it which was not worth printing. There 
is hardly a line which has not some kind of interest attaching 
to it.^"* — Guardian. **/;/ this budget of anecdotes^ fables^ ana 
gossips old and new^ relative to Scott, Moore, Chalmers, Coleridge, 
Wordsworth, Croker, Mathews, the Third and Fourth Georges, 
Bowles, Beckford, Lockhart, Wellington, Peel, Louis Napoleon, 
D" Or say, Dickens, Thackeray, Louis Blanc, Gibson, Constable, 
and Stanfield {the list might be much extended), the reader must be 
hard indeed to please' who cannot find entertainment P — Pai.L 
Mall Gazette. 
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MACMILLAN'S 

GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES. 

Uniformly printed in i8mo., with Vignette Titles by Sir 
Noel Paton, T. Woolner, W. Holman Hujit, J. E. 
MiLLAis, Arthur Hughes, &c Engraved on Steel by 
Jeens. Bound in extra cloth, 41. 6d, each volume. Also 
kept in morocco and calf bindings. 

** Messrs. ATacmillan have, in their Golden Treasury Series ^ especially 
provided editions 0/ standard works, volumes of selected poetry, and 
original compositions, which entitle this series to be ccdled classiccU, 
Nothing can be better than the literary execution, nothing more 
elegant than the material workmanship " ^^KITISH QUARTERLY 
Review. 

The Golden Treasury of the Best Songs and 

LYRICAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. 
Selected and arranged, with Notes, by Francis Turner 
Palgrave. 

" This delightful little volume, the Golden Treasury, which contains 
many of the best original lyrical pieces and sonsfs n our language, 
grouped with care and skill, so as to illustrate each other like the 
pictures in a well-arranged gallery, ^^ — Quarierly Review. 

The Children's Garland from the best Poets. 

Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmore. 

" It includes specimens of all the great masters in the art of poetry, 
selected with the matured judgment of a man concentrated on 
obtaining insight into the feelings and tastes of chih 
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desirous to awaken its finest impulses^ to cultivate its keenest sensi^ 
bilitiesy — Morning Post. 

The Book of Praise. From the Best English Hymn Wiiters. 

Selected and arranged by Sir Roundell Palmer. A New and 

Enlarged Edition, 

** All previous compilations of this kind must undeniably for the 
present give place to the Book of Praise. . . . The selection has 
been made throughout with sound judgment and critical taste. The 
pains involved in this compilation must have been immense^ em- 
bracing, as it does, every writer of note in this special province of 
English literature, and ranging over the most widely divergent 
tracks of religious thought.""^ — Saturday Review. 

The Fairy Book ; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected and 

rendered anew by the Author of ** John Halifax, Gentleman." 

" A delightful selection, in a delightful external form ; full of the 

physical splendour and vast opulence of proper faiiy tales ^"^ — 

Spectator. 

The Ballad Book. A Selection of the Choicest British Ballads. 

Edited by William Allingham. 

* * His taste as a judge of old poetry will be found, by all acquainted with 
the various readings of old English ballads, true enough to justify 
his undertaking so critical a task.^^ — Saturday Review. 

The Jest Book. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected 
and arranged by Mark Lemon. 

** The fullest and best jest book that has yet appeared.^' — Saturday 
Review. 

Bacon's Essays and Colours of Good and Evil. 

With Notes and Glossarial Index. By W. Aldis Wright, M.A. 

** The beautiful little edition of Bacon^s Essays, noiv before us, does 
credit to the taste and- scholarship of Mr. Aldis Wright. . , . It 
puts the reader in possession of all the essential literary facts and 
chronology necessary for reading the Essays in connection with 
Bacon^s life and times. " — S PECT ator . *'Byfartfte most complete 
as well as the most elegant edition we possess.^* — Westminster 
Review. ^ ,, C^ n,mci\o 
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The Pilgrim's Pro^freSS from this World to that which is to 
come. By John Bunyan. 
**A beautiful and scholarly re/rint:*^SVECrATQK, 

The Sunday Book of Poetry for the Young. 

Selected and arranged by C. F. Alexander. 

" A well-selected volume of Sacred /'^jz/rj/."— Spectator. 

A Book of Golden Deeds of All Times and All Countries. 
Gathered and narrated anew. By the Author of ** The Heir of 
Redclyffe.'* I 

"... To the voungi for whom it is especially intended^ as a most | 

interesting collection of thrilling tales well told ; and to their elders^ 
as a useful handbook of reference^ and a pleasant one to take up 
when their wish is to while away a weary half hour. We have 
seen no prettier gift-book for a long time.** — Athen<(EUM. i 



The Poetical Works of Robert Burns, Edited, with 

Biographical Memoir, Notes, and Glossary, by Alexander 
Smith. Two Vols. 

*^ Beyond all question this is the most beautiful edition of Burns 
yet out."^EDiNBVKGii Daily Review. 

The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. Edited irom 

the Original Edition by J. W. Clark, M.A., Fellow of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. 

** MutUatea ana modified editions of this English classic are so much 
the rulCf thai a cheap and pretty copy of it,, rigidly exact to the 
original^ will be a prize to many book-buyers.** — Examiner. 

The Republic of Plato. Translated into English, with 
Notes by J. LI. Davies, M.A. and D. J. Vaughan, M.A. 
**A dainty and cheap little edition.''^ — Examiner. 

The Song Book. Words and Tunes trom the best Poets and 
Musicians. Selected and arranged by John Hullah. ProfesEior 
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of Vocal Music in King's College, London. 
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** A choice collection of the sterling songs of England^ Scotland^ and 
Ireland^ with the music oj each prefixed to the words. How much 
true wholesome pleasure such a book can diffuse^ and will diffuse^ 
we trust, through many thousand families^* — EXAMINER. 

La Lyre Francaise. Selected and arranged, with Notes, b 
GusTAVE Masson, French Master in Harrow School. 
A selection of the best French songs and lyrical pieces, 

Tom Brown's School Days. By An Old Boy. 

** A perfect gem of a book. The best and most healthy book about 
boys for boys that ever was written, " — ILLUSTRATED TlMES. 

A Book of Worthies, Gathered from the Old Histories and 
written anew by the Author of **The Heir of Redclyffe.*' 
With Vignette. 

^^ An admirable addition to an admirable series,^* — WESTMINSTER 
Review. 

A Book of Golden Thoughts. By Henry Attweli, 
Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown. 

** Mr, Attweli has produced a book of rare value .... Happily it 
is small enough to be carried about in the pocket , and of such a com- 
panion it would be difficult to weary, " — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Guesses at Truth. By Two Brothers. New Edition. 

The Cavalier and his Lady. Selections from the Works of 
the First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Introductory 
Essay by Edward Jenkins, Author of **Ginx's Baby," &c. 
l8mo. 4f. 6d, 
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MACMILLAN'S 
GLOBE LIBRARY. 

BeauHfullv printed on toned paper and bound in cloth extra, gilt 
edges, price 4f. 6</. each ; in cloth plain, 3^. dd. Also kept tn a 
variety oj calf and morocco bindings at moderate prices. 

Books, Wordsworth says, are 

**the spirit breathed 
By dead men to their kind ; ** 

and the aim of the publishers of the Globe Library has 
been to make it possible for the universal kin ot English- 
speaking men to hold communion with the loftiest " spirits 
of the mighty dead ; '* to put within the reach of all classes 
complete and accurate editions, carefully and clearly printed 
upon the best paper, in a convenient form, at a moderate 
price, of the works of the masterminds of English 
Literature, and occasionally of foreign literature in an 
attractive English dress. 

The Editors, by their scholarship and special study of 
their authors, are competent to afford every assistance to 
readers of all kinds : this assistance is rendered by original 
biographies, glossaries of unusual or obsolete words, and 
critical and explanatory notes. 
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The publishers hope, therefore, that these Globe Editions 
raay prove worthy of acceptance by all classes wherever the 
Eaglish Language is spoken, and by their universal circula- 
tion justify their distinctive epithet ; while at the same time 
they spread and nourish a common sympathy with nature's 
most "finely touched" spirits, and thus help a little to 
"make the whole world kin." 

The Saturday Review says: ** The Globe Editions are admirablt ' 
for their scholarly editing, their typographical excellence, their com- 
pendious form, and tha.r cheapness.''^ The British Quarterly 
Review says: *^ In compendiousne^s, elegance, and scholar liness, 
the Globe Editions of Messrs, Macmillan surpass any popular series 
of our classics hitherto gruen to the public. As near an approach 
to miniature perfection as has ever been made.''* 

Shakespeare's Complete Works. Edited by w. G. 

Clark, M. A., and W, Aldis Wright, M. A., of Trinity College, 
Cambridge, Editors of the "Cambridge Shakespeare," With 
Glossary, pp. 1,075. Price ^r. 6^. 

This edition aims at presenting a perfectly reliable text of the complete 
works of " the foremost man in all literature.*^ The text is essen- 
tially the same as that of the ^^ Cambridge Shakespeare. " Appended 
is a Glossary ftmtaining the meaning of every word in the text which 
is either obsolete or is used in an antiquated or unusual sense. 
This, combined with the method usea to indicate corrupted readings, 
serves to a great extent the purpose of notes. The ATHENiEUM says 
this edition is ** a fnarvel of beauty, cheapness, and compactness, 
. . . For the busy man, above all for the working student, this is 
the best of all existing Shakespeares.** And the Pall Mall 
'Gazette observes: ^^ To have produced th. complete works of 
the world's greatest poet in such a form, and at a price within the 
reach of every one, is of itself almost sufficient to give the publishers 
a claim to be considered public benefactors.''* 

Spenser's Complete Works. Edited from the Original 

Editions and Manuscripts, by R. Morris, with a Memoir by J. 
W. Hales, M.A With Glossary, pp. Iv., l^byQ^Ogfe- 
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The text of the poems has been reprinted from the earliest known 
editions y carefully collated with subsequent ones, most of which were 
published in the poet^s lifetime. Spensef^s only prose work, his 
sagacious and ititeresting ** View of the State of Ireland, * hcu been 
re-edited from three manuscripts belonging to the British Museum, 
A complete Glossary and a list of all the most important various 
readings serve to a large extent the purpose of notes explanatory 
and critical. An exhaustive getieral Index and a useful ** Index 
of first lines''* precede the poem^ ; and in an Appendix are given 
Spenser's Letters to Gabriel Harvey, * * Worthy — and higher praise 
it needs not — of the beautiful * Globe Series. '* The work is edited 
ztnth all the care so noble a poet deserves,^' — Daily News. 

Sir Walter Scott's Poetical Works. Edited with a 

Biographical and Critical Memoir by Francis Turner Palgrave, 
and copious Notes, pp. xliii., 559. Price 3^. 6d, 

** Scott," says Heine, ** in his every book, gladdens, tranquillizes, and 
strengthens my heart." This edition contains the whole of Scot^s 
poetical works, with the exception of one or t%vo short poems. While 
most of Scott's own notes have been retaifted, others have been addea 
explaining many historical and topographical allusions ; and ori- 
ginal introductions from the pen of a gentleman familiar loith 
Scotch literature and scenery, containing mtuh interesting infor- 
mation, antiquarian, historical, and biographical, are prefixed to 
the principal poems. ^^ We can almost sympathise with a middle- 
aged grumbler, who, after reading Mr, Palgrav^s memoir and in- 
troduction, should exclaim — * Why was there not such an edition op 
Scott when I was a schoolboy ? * " — Guardian. 

Complete Works of Robert Burns. — the poems, 

SONGS, AND letters, edited from the best Printed and 
Manuscript Authorities, with Glossarial Index, Notes, find a 
Biographical Memoir by Alexander Smith, pp. Ixii., 636. 
Price 3J. 6d. 

Burnis poems and songs need not circulate exclusively among Scotch- 
men, but should be read by all who ivish to know the multi- 
tudinous capabilities of the Scotch language, and who have the 
eapacity of appreciating the exquisite expression of ail kinds op 
human feeling — rich pawky humour, keen wit, luithemngsatine. 
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genuine pathos^ pure passionate love. The exhaustive glossartal 
index and the copious notes will make all the purely Scotch poems 
intelligible even to an Englishman, Burns' s letters must be read 
by all who desire fully to appreciate the pods character^ to see it 
on all its many sides. Explanatory notes are prefixed to most 
of these letters, and Burns^s Journals kept during his Border 
and Highland Tours, are appended. Following the prefixed 
biography by the editor, is a Chronological Table of Burns' s Life 
and Wot ks, ^^ Admirable in all respects'^ — Spectator. ^^ The 
cheapest, the most perfect, and the most interesting edition which has 
ever been published," — Bell's Messenger. 

Robinson Crusoe. Edited after the Original Editions, with a 
Biographical Introduction by Henry Kingsley. pp. xxxi., 607. 
Price 3J. 6d, 

Of this matchless truth'like story, it is scarcely possible to find an 
unabridged edition. This edition may be relied upon as containing 
the whole of ^^ Robinson Crusoe" as it came front the pen of its 
author, without mutilation, and with all peculiarities rdigiouUy 
preserved. These points, combined with its handsome paper, large 
clear type, and moderate price, ought to render this par excellence 
the ^* Globe,*' the Universal edition of Defo^ s fascinating narrative. 
**A most excellent and in every way desirable edition." — Court 
Circular. ** Macmillan*s * Globe* Robinson Crusoe is a book ie 
have and to keep," — Morning Star. 

Goldsmith's Miscellaneous Works. Edited, with 

Biographical Introduction, by Professor Masson. pp. Ix., 695. 

Globe 8vo. 3^. dd. 

This volume comprehends the whole op the prose and poetical works 
of this most genial of English authors, those only being excludea 
which are mere compilations. They are all accurately reprintea 
from the most reliable editions. The faithfulness, fulness, and lite- 
rary merit op the biography are sufficiently attested by the name oj 
its author. Professor Masson, It contains many interesting anec- 
dotes which will give the reader an insight into GoldsmitlCs 
character, and many graphic pictures of the literary life of London 
during the middle of last century. *^ Such an admirable compen- 
dium of thefcu:ts of Goldsmith's life, and so careful and minute a 
delineation of the mixed traits of his peculiar char cuter as to be 
a very model of a literary biography in little,'l,-^^<^f:^}^^!(^q\(> 
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Pope's Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
ductory Memoir, by Adolphus William Ward, M.A., Fellow 
of St. Peter's College, Cambridge, and Professor of History in 
Owens College, Manchester, pp. Hi., 508. Globe 8vo. y. td. 

This edition contains all Pop^s poems^ translations, and adaptations^ 
— his now superseded Homeric translations alone being omitted. 
The text, carefully revised, is taken from the best editions ; Pop^s 
awn use of capital letters and apostrophised syllables, frequently 
necessary to an understanding of his meaning, has been preserved ; 
while his uncertain spelling and his frequently perplexing inter- 
punctuation have been judiciously amended. Abundant notes are 
added, including Pope's own, the best of those of previous editors, 
and many which are the result of the study and research of the 
present editor. The introductory Memoir will be found to shea 
considerable light on the political, social, and literary life of the 
i>eriod in which Pope filled so large a space. The Literary 
Churchman remarks : ** The editor's own notes and intro- 
ductory memoir are excellent, the tnemoir alone would be cheap and 
well worth buying at the price of the whole volume.^"* 

Dryden's Poetical Works. Edited, with a Memoir, 

Revised Text, and Notes, by W. D. Christie, M.A., of Trinity 
College, Cambridge, pp. Ixxxvii., 662. Globe Svo. 3^. dd. 
A study of Drydetf^s works is absolutely necessary to anyone luAo 
wishes to understand thoroughly, not ottly the literature, but also 
the political and religious history of the eventful period when he 
lived and reigned as literary dictator. In this edition of his works, 
which comprises several specimens of his vigorous prose, the text has 
been thoroughly corrected and purified from many misprints and 
small changes often materially affecting the sense, which had been 
allowed to slip in by previous editors. The old spelling has been 
retained where it is not altogether strange or repulsive. Besides an 
exhaustive Glossary, there are copious Notes, critical, historical, bio- 
graphical, and explanatory ; and the biography contains the results 
of considerable original research, %vhich has served to shed light on 
several hitherto obscure circumstances connected with the life anp 
parentage oj the poet. ** An admirable edition, the result of great 
research and of a careful revision of the text. The memoir prefixed 
contains, within less than ninety pages, as much sound criticism 
and as comprehensive a biography as the student oj Dryden need 
desire." — Pall Mall Gazette. ^ I 
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Cowper's Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and 
Biographical Introduction, by William Benham, Vicar o 
Addington and Professor of Modern History in Queen's College, 
London, pp. Ixxiii., 536. Globe 8vo. 3^. 6^/. 

TTi'is volume contains ^ arranged under seven heads ^ the whole 0/ 
Cowper^s own poems, including several never before published, and 
all his translations except thai of Homer's ** Iliad." The text is 
taken from the original editions, and Cowper^s own notes are given 
at the foot of the page, while many explanatory notes by the editor 
himself are appended to the volume. In the very full Memoir it 
will be found that much new light has been thrown on some oj 
the most difficult passages of Cowper^s spiritually chequered life. 
**Mr. Benham* s edition of Cowper is one of permanent value. 
The biographical introduction is excellent, full of information, 
singularly neat and readable and modest — indeed too modest in 
its comments. The notes are concise and accurate, and the editof 
has been able to discover and introduce some hitherto unprinted 
matter. Altogether the book is a very excellent one.*' — Saturday 
Review. 



Morte d'Arthur.— SIR THOMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF 
KING ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF 
THE ROUND TABLE. The original Edition of Caxton, 
revised for Modem Use. With an Introduction by Sir Edward 
Strachey, Bart. pp. xxxvii., 509. Globe 8vo. 3^. dd. 

This volume contains the cream of the legends of chivalry which 
have gathered round the shadowy King Arthur and his Knights 
of the Round Table. Tennyson has drawn largely on them in his 
cycle of Arthurian Idylls. The language is simple and quaint as 
that of the Bible, and the many stories of knightly adventure oj 
which the book is made up, are fascinating as those of the ^^ Arabian 
Nights." The great moral of the book is to ^^ do after the good, and 
leave the evil." There wa^ a want of an edition of the work at a 
moderate price, suitable for ordinary readers, and especially for 
boys : such an edition the present professes to be. The Introduction 
contains an account of the Origin and Matter of the book, the Text 
and its several Editions^ and an Essay on Chivalry, tracing its 
history from its origin to its decay. Notes are ai^nded^ ana a 
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Glossary of such words as require explanation, . **// « with perfect 
confidence that we recommend this edition of the old romance to every 
class of readers,'* ^Va^i. Mall Gazette. 

The Works of Virgil. Rendered into English Prose, with 
Introductions, Notes, Running Analysis, and an Index. By James 
Lonsdale, M.A., late Fellow and Tutor of Balliol College, 
Oxford, and Classical Professor in King's College, London ; and 
. Samuel Lee, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University College, 
London, pp. 288. Price y. 6d. 

The publishers believe that an accurate and readable translation of all 
the works of Virgil is perfictly in accordance ivith the object of the 
* * Globe Library** A new prose-translation has therefore been made 
by two competent scholars y who have rendered the original faithfully 
into simple Bible- English , without paraphrase; and at the same 
time endeavoured to maintain as far as possible the rhythm and 
majestic flow of the original. On this latter point the Daily 
Telegraph says^ " The endeavour to preserve in some degree a 
rhythm in the prose rendering is almost invariably successful and 
pleasing in its effect ; ** and the Educational Times, that it 
** may be readily recommended as a model for young students for 
rendering the poet into English** The General Introduction will 
be found full of interesting information as to the life of Virgil^ the 
history of opinion concerning his writings^ the notions entertained 
of him during the Middle AgeSy editions of his worksy his influence 
on modern poets and on education. To each of his works is prefixed 
a critical qnd explanatory introduction^ and important aid is 
afforded to the thorough comprehension of each production by the 
running Analysis. Appended is an Index of all the proper names 
and the most important subjects occurring throughout the poems 
and introductions, ** A more complete edition of Virgil in English 
it is scarcely possible to conceive than the scholarly work brfore us,** 
— Globe. 
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